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QUEEN VICTORIA’S DIAMOND JUBILEE. 
BY SPECIAL ARRANGEMENT 


In‘ the next Number of the Weexry will be published 
Drawings illustrating the principal events of Jubilee Week, 





THE JUBILEE AND THE COLONIES. 


HE Diamond Jubilee of Queen VICTORIA was 
= brilliant as a pageant and splendid as a his- 
toric event. As a pageant it has been described 
in the daily press by a host of professional and 
non-professional writers, and in its next issue the 
WEEKLY will present to its readers a’humber of 
drawings, made by some of the most capable Brit- 
ish artists,-of the principal happenings of the week 
which has just been devoted to celebrating the 
achievements of the British race, and to honoring 
most worthily and sincerely the womanly virtues 
of the British Queen. As a historic event it is 
well that there has been an occasion and an incen- 
tive for reflection upon the advance of humanity 
during these fruitful sixty years. For it is not 
the British Empire alone that has reason to be 
proud of the difference between now and the day 
when the young Queen ascended the throne of 
England. All-civilized Europe and America are 
the better for the gains of science, for the spread of 
democracy, for the amelioration of life, that have 
made the poor as well as the rich happier in 
1897 than they could have been in 1887. ~ Much 
of the gain-that has been made by the ,world 
is due to English-speaking men and. women, 
and most of the political liberty that is. now 
enjoyed in countries where a half-ce ago 
civilization had: not obtained a-foothold «is the 
result of the planting of English institutions and 
English justice in distant colonies. The pause for 
thought which this remarkable celebration has 
given us ought to be taken advantage of for the 
enlightenment of the pessimist and the socialist, 
who see no good in existing institutions, and‘only- 
tyrannical oppression of the feeble in the liberty of 
the individual; for the lesson to be learned from the 
history of England during the past sixty years is 

not that : 


....the individual withers, and the world is more and 
more, 


but that the world is more and more as the indi- 
vidual is left free, under justly administered equal 
laws, to attain the full reward of all his talents 
and opportunities. The British poet whose genius 
will be equal to the theme will some day sing, not 
the song of KIPLING celebrating, in verse that re- 
calls the chinking of coin, the material profits of 
expanded British commerce, but the reign of law 
and justice and individual liberty in parts of the 
world that but for English adventurers would still 
be clothed in the darkness of barbarism, or that 
would have come under the rule of German or 
French absolutism. 

The real condition of the British Empire, and the 
true situation of the mother-country, have been ob- 
scured in the enthusiasm that has prevailed in Lon- 
don, and that has been echoed on this side of the 
ocean. When the Queen rode from Buckingham 
Palace to St. Paul's Cathedral, the motive of the 
celebration was forgotten in the rushing memories 
of what has happened during her long reign, and of 
the domestic and political virtues with which she 
has purified and distinguished the throne of her 
immediate ancestors. But it is nevertheless: the 
truth that it was not so much the “ power of the 
empire,” as the newspapers took pleasure in say- 
ing, that accompanied the Queen on that glorious 
progress, but the hope of English statesmen. 

The Jubilee celebration was for the colonies, 
and for the stimulating of loyal affection for the 
mother-country among the peoples of. her own 
blood, to whom she has given laws and govern- 
ment and protection. The time has come when 
English statesmen feel that the British Empire may 
some day depend upon the support of the colonies, 
and therefore the main purpose of the splendid 
and touching spectacle which the world witnessed 
and read about last week was the firmer knitting 
to the mother of her distant children. It was 
the day for the colonists to show themselves 
in the streets of the capital of the empire, and 
to manifest their affectionate gratitude for all 
that the mother has done for them. If there 
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seemed to be, in the many honors that the Queen 
showered upon the colonial premiers, in the pre- 
cedence that was given to colonial statesmen and 
to cdlonial militia, an undue seeking for colonial 
love and loyalty, it is not only to be remembered 
that the needs of the empire are great, but that on 
this Jubilee occasion the empire was the host, and, 
if it was asking anything, it was only a return 
for what had been freely given, and for what would 
willingly be given again. 

‘The greater colonies which Englishmen have es- 
tablished are no longer colonies, but in every es- 
sential sense but one they are independent nations. 
Notwithstanding the Governor-General, the colony 
governs itself, just as, notwithstanding the Queen, 
the English people at home govern themselves. 
Through their years of growth they have had the 
protection of the home country. Her splendid navy 
and her army have been at their service, and they 
have gone on asserting themselves and taking lands 
from inferior races, in the confident belief that if 
they got into difficulties, England would never in- 
quire into the justice of their cause, but would de- 
fend them against all assaults. It is doubtful 
if in all*material respects the mother-country has 
been repaid for the great cost of her colonies. 
It is enough, perhaps, that she has seen the 
English -race spread over the earth and flourish, 
and the English tongue become dominant in every 
quarter ofthe globe. However that may be, she 
has nourished her colonies until they have become 
great. states. and none know better than the pre- 
miers of Canada and Australasia that their people 
and their lands are as truly independent of Eng- 
land as are the United States. It is because these 
colonies are great and self-governing nations, their 
growth having been fostered and hastened by rea- 
son of their relief from all cost of military éstab- 
lishments, which the mother-country has assumed, 
that it was well for England, and well for the Eng- 
lish-speaking world, that an opportunity was.given 
to them to manifest their loyalty. England de- 
serves the loyalty of her colonies, and all the sac- 
rifices on their part that her needs demand. From 
the demonstration of last week in London it may 
be assumed that England has her children behind 
her, dnd that they will do for her all that they 
have ‘expected that she would do for them when 
the time came. That this is so is an added proof 


of the character and worth of what we are wont to. 


call the Anglo-Saxon race. 


- 


SPAIN AND CUBA. 


THE occasion of the recent demonstration of the 
Spanish Liberals is quite incomprehensible to in- 
habitants of more modern countries. The Duke of 
Tetuan, the Foreign Minister, in the course of a 
private conversation in the lobby of the Cortes, 
took occasion to slap the face of his interlocutor, 
a Liberal member. Thereupon the Liberals re- 
solved ‘that they would have nothing to do with 
the ministry. Practically this left the ministry 
quite free to have its own way, without parliamen- 
tary opposition. It is a singular result of the 
Spanish pundonor, and one by which the ag- 
grieved party is exclusively injured. There are 
many ministerial leaders who would be glad to 
secure an unopposed progress for their measures at 
the cost of making a personal assault upon leaders 
of the opposition, but there is none but the Spanish 
Opposition which would permit them to do so. A 
few years ago M. CoNSTANS was exasperated into 
boxing the ears of a French Deputy, and this not 

' in the lobby, but on the floor of the Chamber. It 
is true that since that incident, and because of it, 
or because of what preceded it, the assailant has 
lived in political seclusion. But, so far from si- 
leneing the minority, the only effect of the assault 
was to increase its vigilance and acrimony. 

The Spanish view is so different that the Liberal 
programme, instead of being announced, as_one 
would expect, in the national legislature, is pro- 
mulgated by a private assemblage of ex-ministers 
of the Liberal party. However irregular the form 
of the manifesto issued as a result of this confer- 
ence may be, the substance of it is reassuring, as 
showing that there is a party in Spain which does 
not approve of the policy of cruelty and perfidy 
which has prevailed in Cuba, and which has re- 
duced*the island to its present desolation. The Lib- 
erals say plainly that the measure of reform pro- 
posed by the ministry is not sufficient. They de- 
mand plainly that the truculent and ineffectual 
WEYLER be replaced by some one who will make 
war in a more civilized as well as a more effectual 
fashion. They demand also that, in addition to 
and independently of the military commander, a 
Royal Commissioner shall be despatched to Cuba 
with power ‘‘to execute reforms of the widest au- 
tonomy compatible with the preservation of impe- 
rial sovereignty.” 

This is an inspiring programme. If it could be 


however, to place the museum and. the director's 
-residence, and even. a power-house,.in the most 
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put into execution it would convert Cuba froma 
condition worse than that of Ireland to the status 
of Canada or Australia, and leave her people to the 
consequences of their own efforts. But there ap- 
pear two fatal objections. One is that there is not 
the slightest reason to suppose that Spain would 
cousent to abandon the greedy and domineering 
policy which has lost all her possessions but the 
two which she precariously holds by the sword. 
The other is that the Cubans will not trust Spain. 
Cuba fears the Spaniards bearing gifts, and she has 
reason. If the terms upon which the ten years’ 
war was concluded ‘had been faithfully observed 
by’Spain, there would have been no second insur- 
rection. The programme of Sefior SaGasta and 
his associates is not likely to serve any other pur- 
pose than to show that there is a party in Spain 


_which favors treating Cuba with humanity, jus- 


tice, and good faith. But that demonstration is 
very well worth making. 


GOVERNMENT BY SPIES, 


Last December, when Baron MARSCHALL, the 
German Minister for Foreign Affairs, openly ac- 
cused von TaUsCH and the secret political police 
under him of being the originators of the intrigues 
that have distracted Germany since BISMARCK'S 
dismissal, it seemed for a moment as though even 
the strict German autocracy would have to give 
way before the popular approval of the minister's 
action. The whole country sided with him in his 
attempt to do away with the mischievous state de- 
partment of which TauscH was the head. But 
Prussian tradition is all in favor of the hushing 
up of political scandal, and Baron MARSCHALL’s 
enemies did not find it hard to persuade the Em- 
peror that his authority would suffer if too minute 
an inquiry were to be made into Tauscn’s doings. 
Nobody, therefore, was much surprised when the 
recent trial in Berlin ended in Tauscn’s acquittal 
and the grant of three months’ leave of absence to 
the Foreign Minister. Von Tavuscn’s official busi- 
ness was to ferret out the authorship of obnoxious 
newspaper articles, to spy on foreigners and other 
‘*suspects,” to procure a goodly crop of convic- 
tions for lése-majesté, and generally to do, at any 
cost and by any means, all the dirty and degrad- 
ing work which is inseparable from, an extreme 
autocracy. Naturally enough, with the enormous 
amount of knowledge. he gradually acquired, 
TaUsCH soon began to intrigue on his. own ac- 
count. He was not particular about his weapons. 
It was proved at his trial that he had lied, forged, 
and bribed impartially. He plotted against Gen- 
eral: BronsaRT, the Minister for War, and pro- 
cured his dismissal. He plotted against Dr. KOLLER, 
the Minister of the Interior, and Dr. KOLLER had to 
go. Latterly he set about embroiling the Foreign 
Minister with the Emperor. Many of his agents 
were journalists who could be relied upon to pub- 
lish anything he told them. _ It was he who gave 
out the false reports about the Emperor's health 
which created such a commotion about a year ago. 

“‘I have surrounded the Emperor,” he said to a 
witness, ‘‘ with a net-work of spies.” ° At whose in- 
stigation these intrigues were set on foot is un- 


_ known, That there .is some one behind TavscoH 


who has not yet been. hunted out-is the: common 
belief of all Germany. Indeed, Tavson himself ad- 
mitted as much. But the Court evidently knew 
the Emperor's wishes, and carefully restricted the 
evidence to unimportant matters. The mysterious 
person in the background was never more than 
hinted at; and every effort to raise the trial into 
one of political importance was checked at once. 
Tavuson’s official career is at.an end, because he 
slandered the Emperor. But the method he rep- 
resents is still in force, and it seems.as-though for 
many years to come a suborned, slavish press and 


»@ system of universal.espionage are-destined to be 


Germany’s most important.contributions to the 
science of government. _ 


AN ASSAULT ON BRONX PARK. 


A FEW days ago.a committee, consisting of ex- 
perts, and of which Professor CHaRLEs S. SARGENT 
was chairman, made an.adverse report.to:the Park 
_Commissioners of New York as,to-certain plans 
for proposed buildings in: Bronx. Park for the use 
of the Botanical Society. The buildings were 
necessary, and no question was raised as.to the ar- 
chitectural merits of the designs. - It was pro 


picturesque parts of. the: park. Everyone who 
knows Bronx Park must have been.astonished that 
such intelligent and public-spirited men as the 
directors of the Botanical Garden should have 
dreamed of placing buildings amid native beauties 
whose preservation is obviously the first duty of 
the landscape-gardener, and will be still more as- 
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tain the report. ‘ 
Their action is of general interest, because it is a 
symptom of a certain national indifference to the 


exclusive rights of beauty. It is true that we are 
growing in grace in this respect. As a people, 
we are not only becoming more sensitive to as- 
saults made upon the beauties of our landscapes, 
but we are alive to the value of preserving for the 
public pleasure and instruction places of excep- 
tional attraction and interest. We have not yet, 
however, entirely lost the habit of regarding beau- 
ty as subservient to usefulness. It is probably 
true that the city of Philadelphia would not now 
permit a railroad to-put its black blemish on the 
loveliness of Fairmount Park, and Chicago has dis- 
tinctly shown that it regrets the destruction of the 
beauty of its Lake Front by steel rails and puff- 
ing locomotives. In New York the people have 
compelled the owners of trotting-horses to build 
their speedway elsewhere than in Central Park, 
although they have not possessed sufficient fore- 
thought to insist that the charming banks of the 
Harlem shall be preserved for general enjoyment 
instead of being used as a trotting-course. , 

It is clear that the national conscience is grow- 
ing more sensitive, and the national conscious- 
ness more enlightened as to the relations of mere 
beauty to civic life, when the conflict is between 
it and utilitarianism in its. grosser forms. But 
beauty has its rights. too, even as against such an 
admirable institution as a botanical garden. The 
city of New York and the country need botanical 
gardens, but they need even more such sylvan re- 
treats in the neighborhood of crowded brick houses 
and paved streets as the spot in which the directors 
of the Botanical Garden wished to plant their mu- 
seum and dwelling-house. By all means bofanical 
gardens should be encouraged. The people will 
enjoy their object-lessons as to what Nature can 
do when she is-sedulously encouraged and culti- 
vated; but more important still is the preservation 
of what Nature has actually accomplished in the 
formation of charming landscapes; and perhaps 
more important than all is the inculcation of a pop- 
ular reverent regard for beauty, which will revolt 
against its destruction or damage even for the pur- 
pose of supplanting it with other forms of beauty. 


THE USE AND ABUSE OF WEALTH. . 


In the trial of the American Tobacco Company, 

better known as the ‘Tobacco Trust,” there has 
been given some evidence as to the improper meth- 
ods employed by the “trust” for the purpose of 
monopolizing the market. Whether the évidence 
is sufficient, under the technical rules that govern in 
criminal trials, to sustain a conviction, it is impos- 
sible to say; but it is known to be the general cus- 
tom of large corporations, or of combinations of 
corporations, to take advantage of their power to 
oppress competitors and to drive them out of busi- 
ness, If the competitors are weak, they are com- 
pelled to yield. In other words, a ‘‘ trust” suffi- 
ciently extensive and sufficiently rich can force 
competitors to go out or keep out of the business 
in which the “trust” is interested. When this pow- 
er is exercised it is clearly persecution, and persecu- 
tion that compels men to refrain from carrying on 
whatever business they may prefer is cruel and 
odious. Moreover, as it prevenfs the citizen from 
the free employment of his faculfjea, and may even 
so limit his activities as to decrease materially his 
earning capacity—for a man prospers in propor- 
tion as he is at liberty to direct his energies in the 
channels of his choice—this kind of persecution 
is contrary to the spirit of our institutions. 
’ Whether or no it is contrary to existing law re- 
mains to be seen. But if it is not, the law should 
be made to apply. .These ‘‘trusts,” or combina- 
tions of capital, are the creatures of the law. It 
is intolerable that they should be more powerful 
than their creator, and that they. should be per- 
mitted to do what the State would not dream of 
undertaking. There should be no one in this 
country possessing the power to say to another, 
“Your business shall be ruined unless you trade 
with me alone.” If there exist such a power, 
its exercise should be made criminal, if it be not 
criminal already. 

The WEEKLY believes, as it has more than once 
declared, that, combinations of capital are 
beneficial to the public, and that, properly directed, 
they cheapen the necessaries of life, and therefore 
make life itself easier for those to whom its bur- 
dens are hardest. They are often also the fruitful 
mothers of inventions that mark the rapid mate- 
rial progress of our time.. But, like all other hu- 
man contrivances, they are far from being perfect, 
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and in two respects at:least they are to be counted 
among the evil influences of the time. They are 
corrupting in politics, and they are too often ready 
to use their strength tyrannically for the purpose 
of destroying the business of competitors — al- 
though, so far as competition is concerned, one 
would suppose that the enormous capital of the 
“ trusts" gave them already a sufficient advantage. 

In this day of discontent and revolt it ought to 
occur to holders of wealth that the rights of prop- 
erty can be best maintained if those who own it 
diligently avoid causes of offence. 





THE RIGHT TO NOMINATE. 


IT appears that the difficulties the Citizens’ Union 
has to overcome in order to meet the views of Mr. 
Thomas C. PiatT as to what kind of a municipal 
government Greater New York should have for 
the coming four years, and how the candidates 
should be brought out, are fairly insurmountable. 
Some time ago, when there was a rumor that the 
committee of the Citizens’ Union intended to 
make nominations for the municipal offices about 
the middle of June, Mr. Piatr violently de- 
nounced the temerity of such a purpose, and all 
his organs vociferously admonished the Citizens’ 
Union that it was its solemn duty to ‘“‘ go slow.” 
The Citizens’ Union actually did ‘‘ go slow,” al- 
though probably more in obedience to its own 


good judgment than in obedience to Mr. PLatr’s 


behest.. It did not make any nominations about 
the middle of June. It only resolved to address 
to the citizens of Greater New York the respectful 
inquiry whether the nomination of Mr. Sera Low 
as a candidate for the Mayoralty would be agree- 
able to them, the intention being that if affirmative 
answers to this inquiry were received in sufficient 
number to indicate a widespread popular desire for 
it, the nomination of Mr. Sera Low should then 
be formally made, in compliance with the popular 
will. This proceeding, which ina community en- 
joying democratic institutions is manifestly most 
proper, being in evident accord with the principles 
of popular government, seems to have exasperated 
Mr. Puatt still more; for he caused it to be vio- 
lently denounced by his agent, Mr. LEMUEL QuUuIGG, 
as an attempt to ‘‘ overreach and humiliate” him 
by encroaching upon. what he considers his_per- 
sonal prerogative—namely, the. right to nominate 
the candidates for the municipal offices to be sup- 
ported against Tammany Hall, = = 
The right to nominate a candidate for office be- 
longs to every citizen as clearly and as essentially 
as does the right to determine which candidate he 
will vote for at the election. It is recognized by 
the law. Every citizen may, if he chooses, nomi- 
nate his own candidates at every election, and write 
their names upon the official ballot. Certain speci- 
fied numbers of citizens may by way of petition 
demand the printing upon the official ballots of 


the names of candidates nominated by themselves. — 


In doing so they encroach upon nobody else’s 
rights. They simply exercise their own. In truth, 
they use this method for the very purpose, not of 
encroaching upon the right of others, but of re- 
sisting attempted encroachments upon their own 
rights. It is a notorious fact that combinations of 
politicians inside of our political parties, commonly 
called ‘‘the machines,” have managed by way of 
organized co-operation to get and to keep control of 
the nominating caucuses or conventions, and thus 
to dictate the nominations according to their lik- 
ing. In some instances, notably in the Republi- 
can party in New York, that control has passed 
into the hands of one man. In this way nomina- 
tions are brought about which very frequently are 
not in accord with the sentiments of the majority 
of the party, and in the making of which that ma- 
jority had really no voice. That ‘‘the machine,” 
or the boss ruling it, will ordinarily nominate no 
candidates who cannot be counted upon, if elected, 
to serve their selfish ends, and that thus the gen- 
eral interest is very often shamelessly sacrificed is 
a matter too notorious to need elaborate proof. It 
may be said without exaggeration that this per- 
version of the nominating machinery of our po- 
litical parties is one of the most dangerous evils 
of our political life. It tends to exclude men of 
high public spirit and of genuine self-respect from 
places of power and responsibility, and to drive 
them away from active participation in public af- 
fairs altogether. It impairs the value of the elect- 
ive franchise by frequently limiting the choice of 
citizens between the candidates of the different 
‘parties to a choice between evils. Thus it most 
seriously imperils the working of our free institu- 
tions which are based upow universal suffrage. 

A reform of the nominating process, which will 


bring the nomination of candidates effectually — 


under the control of public opinion, is one of the 
most important, and, it seems, one of the most dif- 
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ficult, before us. Various methods have 
been suggested, which, although not lacking inge- 


“nuity, fail to accomplish the essential object, name- 


ly, to place the nominating machinery securely 
beyond the grasp of a well drilled and disciplined 
organization of unscrupulous politicians. The 
method adopted by the Citizens’ Union, which con- 


‘sists in asking every citizen for his opinion as to 


whether he wishes a certain other citizen to be 
nominated as a candidate, appears to be the sim- 
plest, the most straightforward, and the most dem- 
ocratic plan. That it is the most perfect method for 
general introduction nobody will pretend. How- 
ever, it admirably fits the situation of things in 
Greater New York. A man has been found who, 
in the estimation of many of his feilow-citizens, pos- 
sesses in an exceptional measure those qualifica- 
tions of character, ability, and experience which 
the Mayor of Greater New York: should have. 
Those who think so request the voters of Greater 
New York, without distinction of party, to speak 
out if they are of the same mind. The formal 
presentation of the candidate wil! depend upon the 
response this request meets with. This proceeding 
is expected to result in the nomination of the best 
man for a very important office. Whether the 
same method would answer in. a constituency less 
compact than that of Greater New York, or in a 
canvass -not conducted on non - partisan lines, or 
with a candidate less conspicuously qualified for the 
place to be filled, may fairly be questioned. But 
as it answers our local conditions now, it may an- 
swer similar conditions again in the future; and its 
success in the present instance, although not solv- 
ing the problem of a general reforin of the nomi- 
nating process,;may at least serve to point out the 
direction in which the solution of that vital prob- 
lem may be successfully sought. In this respect 
the present experiment in New York is of great 
importance to the whole country. 

But now Mr. Piatt steps in with his peremptory 
veto. He does not deny that the candidate in view, 
Mr. Setu Low, is the best man for the plece. He 
does not suggest'a man that would be a better, or 
even as good, a Mayor, or a stronger, or even as 
strong, a candidate. He simply proclaims throngh 
his agents that those who now speak of Mr. Low 
as a candidate for the Mayoralty, and who try to 
obtain the opinion of their fellow-citizens concern- 
ing that candidacy, are meddling with a business 
which is his and not theirs. And he causes a reso- 
lution to be passed in the Republican County Com- 
mittee; declaring that ‘‘ no candidacy ean prove a 
unifying force among the friends of good govern- 
ment in this city which is formally presented. prior 
to the meeting of the Republican city convention, 
or without regard to its action.” What does this 
mean? Considering the indisputable fact that the 
Republican city convention will be merely a gath- 
ering of Mr. PLattT’s tools, bound to register and 
execute his decrees as to candidates as well as to pol- 
icies, it means that unless the citizens of New York 
recognize his power to say first who shall be the 
candidate of ‘‘ the friends of good government ” for 
the Mayoralty, there shall be no union’ of such 
friends in this city, ho matter how excellent the 
candidate presented by those citizens may be. 
There is something intensely grotesque in this as- 
sumption of dictatorship over the citizens of New 
York, which even those must appreciate who are 
craven enough to submit to it. It is made almost 
ludicrous by the fact that Mr. Piatt is not even a 
citizen of Greater New York, but arr alien among 
us, who votes in far-away Tioga County. 

Mr, Puatt evidently misunderstands the situa- 
tion. When he speaks of ‘‘ gocd government,” 
every intelligent person laughs. What he aims 
at when he speaks of an anti-Tammany campaign 
is a municipal government ruled by the Repub- 
lican organization of which he is the ‘dictator. 
What the Citizens’ Union aims at is simply good, 
hovest municipal government, without regard to 
political parties. Mr. PLATT, in fact, appeals to the 
citizens of New York to join him in an anti-Tam- 
many movement for the benefit of his machine. 
The Citizens’ Union appeals to the citizéns of New 
York to join it not merely in an anti-Tammany 
movement, but in an anti-rascality, avti-corrup- 
tion, anti-spoils movement—not for the benefit of 
any organization, but for the benefit of the city and 
of all the inhabitants thereof. When Mr. PLatt 
speaks of opposing a union of the friends of good 
government unless it be effected upon terms dic- 
tated by him, he simply shows that, whatever he 
may say, he at heart approves of the notorious dec- 
laration of Mr. LAUTERBACH—that he would rather 
see the municipal government in the hands of 
Tammany than in the hands of men who, as city 
officers, will aim only at the public good without 
recognizing any obligation to the PLatr machine. 
Of this the citizens of New York, and especially 
public-spirited Republicans, should take due notice. 

CaRL ScHurRz, 
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“THE IDOL OF riz TAVERN HABITUES WAS YOUNG BRANWELL BRONTE.”—Daaws sy W. Haraenetr. 


AT THE SIGN OF “THE BLACK BULL.” 
BY ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE. 


On a bold brow of the Yorkshire moors stands the 
Black Bull Inn, the acme or turning-point of the bill-side 
village of Haworth. The narrow, tortuous village street 


(lined cn either side with walls and stone cottages of a 


uniform dingy gray) twists at all conceivable angles up 
the steep hill to the door of the inn, then widens and 
breaks into a dozen narrow lanes and byways, which wan- 
der erratically down the opposite slope.  —=s_ 

The Black Bull itself is a square two-storied stone build- 
ing, one of the oldest in the village, and stands within ten 
yards of the parish church. : 

Strange as this proximity may appear, it was by no 
mere accident, but dates back to the time when religious 
gervices for the dead were held in the church, after which 
the sorrowing friends adjourned to the inn, where the *‘ ar- 
vil” (twin brother to the modern Irish wake) was held 
with all due solemnity and spirit. 

The arvil was followed by foot-races—probably a relic 
of the ancient funeral pee. though to modern eyes it 
would seem impossible for any being except a mountain- 
goat to race on such precipitous roads. 

The interior of the Black Bull reminds one of Dickens’s 
country inos. The cozy parlor, the flagged hallway over- 
hung with Yorkshire hams, the old-fashioned bedrooms 
and great four-posted feather beds, the glass-enclosed bar 
with its presiding geniuses, all go to strengthen this re- 
semblance. 

Near the bar is the tap-room, the nightly resort of vil- 
lage worthies. This is a low-ceiled, unpapered apart- 
ment, with a row of gray wooden benches about the wall, 
One end is taken up by an open fireplace, in which hang a 
crane and blackened kettle. Near the ceiling is a frieze 
of dishes, warming-pans, and beer-mugs. A long ‘table 
fills the ceutre Df the room, and completes the furniture.’ 

Here in the'evening come the topers and boon com- 
panions,of the hamlet, forming a more motley and pictur- 
esque gathering than could be found at an American bar. 

Oia men with the look of seedy English squires come 
to smoke blackened pipes, to drink mysterious hot bever- 
ages, and to play the oracle. Countrymen from the sur- 
rounding moors—large, deep-chested fellows in high boots, 
canvas eoats, and corduroys—sit here discussing prize- 
fights, murder trials, and politics, while working-men -in 
grimy clothes, caps, and neckerchiefs act as a sort of Greek 
chorus to the conversation. 

Pint mugs of heavy English ale, liquor-glasses, etc., lit- 
ter the table, each man’s particular drink being set oppo- 
site him, thus forcing him to rise in order to reach it. 

Many .anecdotes of former life in the village m:.v be 
drawn from the older mien by judicious ‘‘ treating.” Most 
of these stories centre on the celebrated Bronté family, 
throwing side-lights on Jheir lives—lights seldom found in 

-any biography. 

Old Mr. Bront#; the Vicar, has, for instance, come down 
to us as something: of an ascetic, even .as & recluse; -but 
here stories of.a different nature are told.. He. is said b 
old parishioners to have enjoyed the things of this world, 
and to have explained from the pulpit that they need not 
be too closely connected with those of the world to come. 
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ing on his own maxim, he frequently formed one of 
Se aon group; and an lachdent is told of his halting 
at the church door one Sunday morning to watch a fight 
between his favorite spaniel and a village cur. My in- 
formant on to say that ‘‘Owd Bronté said ’ee’d k 
*is dawg fora a, 

Whether or not this is apocryphal I cannot say, but 
simply repeat the story as it is told in the Black Bull as- 
sembly. 

The Bronte sisters are well remembered, but are said to 
have been reserved, and to have mingled little with the 
villagers — Charlotte, author of Jane Hyre, being most 
popular among them. 

Bat the idol of the tavern habitués was young Branwell 
Bronté, their ideal of all that was learned and famous. 
The large three-cornered chair from which he ruled the 
tap-room court is still shown to visitors, as is the window 
from which he was, wont to make a hasty exit from the 
inn when one of his family came to inquire for him. 

His name, outside'the immediate neighborhood of Ha- 
worth, is almost unknown, yet in better circumstances he 
oe have equalled, or even surpassed, his more famous 
sisters. 

Brilliant, of mercurial temperament, full of aimless am- 
bitions and misdirected genius, living in a family where 
such genius would be fostered, yet in circumstances that 
afforded no outlet to it, he was not altogether to blame 
for his mode of life. In an out-of-the-way country par- 
sonage, with no railroad within four miles, with no asso- 
ciates of his own class, save for his quiet, unworldly sisters 
and for his father, who, outside of lesson hours, gave little 
thought to the lonely boy, what is more natural than that 
his social nature should have turned to the jolly compan- 
ionship found at the Black Bull? 

Here, then, he spent all his available time, drinking, 
and, by his ready wit and superioreducation, acting the 
demi-god to the village clowns. 

When some stranger from London, arriving at the inn, 
lacked a companion to entertain him and to shure his 
bottle, Branwell was sent for to fill the post—which he 
did, surrounded by a circle of admiring rustics, who lis- 
tened open-mouthed while their ‘hero talked fluently on 
philosophy, religion, politics,or whatever topic might arise, 

His chief ambition was to go to the metropolis and be- 
come a literary man. He pored over London maps until 
he knew every street and byway, telling travelling Lon- 
doners of short-cuts and side streets they had never seen. 


On. reaching manhood he was at last enabled to. see: 


ames of the world, in the capacity of tutor in a gen- 
tleman’s family; not, however, defore his early life at the 
‘Black Bull had set on bim a uwever-to-be-erased stamp. 
This tion as tutor he held for sometime, and his fam- 
-ily believed his hopes of success were tobe realized, when 
sa he was dismissed; and came home in disgrace. 
No other opening appeared, so he returned to his Black 
Bull associates; not now as an outlet for buoyant spirits, 
but,-with: the aid ‘of opium, to drown sorrow. In ‘this -he 
80 far succeeded as to-ruin health and mind, giving up 
-all-active-attempts to achieve. fame asa dittérateur. : : 
He. wrote, it is true, one or two poems and sketches, 
which he sent for criticism to Southey and Leigh Hunt, 
receiving from them letters of patronizing approval; but, 


_the horrors of life, he wou 
- tion—he would die, as he thought no one had died before, 


-feet and died erect, leaving a name 





beyond several contributions to the Leeds Mercury, his 
work never gained the public eye. 

He also claimed part authorship of Emily Bronté’s 
book Wuthering Heights, which claim may or may not be 
just. _ While it is generally believed that he had no share 
in writing this work, there can be no doubt that his own 
life supplied many incidents in it, and formed much of 
the character of Heathcliff. 

The ‘‘fire scene” from Jane Hyre, too, is taken from 
an incident in Branwell’s life. 

A few of his literary efforts, worthy of the name, have 
come down to us, fragments typical of his own misspent_ 
life—that brilliant fragment of a never-attained whole. 

** Poor, gay, moody, wildly excitable, miserable Bronté!” 
writes. Francis Grundy, one of his early friends. ‘‘No 


_ history records your many. struggles after the good—your 


wit, brilliance, attractiveness, eagerness for excitement— 
all the qualities that made you such ‘good company,’ and 
dra, a you down to an untimely grave.” 
é same writer describes his personal appearance—an 
account verified by Yorkshiremen who remember him: 
‘*He was wap per gee 2 small—one of his life’s trials. 
He had a mass of red hair, which he wore brushed high 
off his forehead—to help his height, I fancy; a great in- 
tellectual forehead; small ferrety eyes, deep sunk, and 
still further hidden by never-seasoved spectacles; promi- 
nent nose, byt weak lower features. He had a downcast 
look, which never varied, save for a rapid momentary 


‘glance at Jong intervals. Small and thin of person, he was 


the reverse of attractive at first sight.” 
Yet,yif report be true, this insignificant, odd - featured 


: boy held.a spell over all who listened to him—a spell that 
more than counterbalanced any ill impression made by 


his l appearance. 
reading was perforce limited, and he could gain 


: i 
little knowledge of the world from those around him; yet, 


says anotlier biographer: are 

“‘He would measure any subject at a minute’s notice, 
with the ever-ready fallacious plumb-line of his. brilliant 
vanity. He would talk for hours; be’ eloquent, convin- 
cing, almost noble; and afterwards accompany his au- 


“dience to the nearest: public-house.” | 


Similar accounts are given,.in rougher language, by the 
old men of the place, one or two of whom make a feeble 
—— to draw some moral teachings therefrom, but 
who, for the' most part, still o> their old-time admira- 
tion for him. . Nor. is this-admiration unnatural.’ The 
traditional diamond in a coal-mine was no-farther beneath 
its se element, and cast no more undue lustre because 
of its surroundings, than this misplaced genius. 

After a tutorship he dragged on a worthless 
existence, weakened by liquor and opium, until 1848, whea 


ihe fell ill, and, as the account. goes: 


‘‘He insisted on getting > If he had, succumbed to 
defy the horrors of extinc- 


ng.” i : 
So he demanded to be: dressed,-and, like: some Celtic 
hero of old, when the death - struggle began, 5708 to his 
that may stand 


among the foremost of the world’s countless ve- 
beens, 




















JAMES T. KILBRETH. 


THE LATE COLLECTOR OF THE PORT | 
OF NEW YORK. 
Tus death. of Collector James T. Kilbreth, on June 23, 
at his summer home at Southampton, Long. Island, de- 
prives New York of one of her most faithful and. popular 


officers. The Collector had been ill. with an attack of 


leurisy, from-which he was recovering when he went.to 
uthampton a week before his death. There pneu-. 
pm = a and his condition immediately ‘became 
critical. 

He was born in 1841 in Cincinnati, and went from there 
in 1858 to Harvard College, where he was graduated in 
1862, in the class of which Robert Lincoln. was a member. 
After graduation he took the course in the Harvard Law 
School, and with that sound foundation of legal know- 
ledge came to New York and began to. practise his pro- 
fession. He soon made himself a place in the community, 
and early distinguished himself by the vigor of his op- 
position to Tammany Hall. In the early days of his law 

ractice he shared an office with Mr. O. P. C. Billings, a 
aan and a Republican member of the Board of Alder- 
men. In 1878, partly inde through the influence of 
Alderman Billings, but mainly because of his own char- 
acter and fitness, he was sppo nted a police justice for the 
term of ten years. In 1883 he was reappointed by Mayor 
Edson; but in 1898, when his term expired agen. Tam- 
many being in power, he was.not reappointed. 

Judge Kilbreth, though always opposed to Tammany, 
was a Democrat; and in 1881, when the County Democ- 
racy was organized, he became its first vice - president. 
He continued to hold that place until the organization 
went to in 1892. In that year he was a delegate 
to the State Democratic Convention in Sy je, and 
interested himself in securing the support of: New York 
State to Cleveland if he should be n ted at Chicago. 
When Mr. Cleveland became President the second time 


: juntos, who cary chose 


Lucien 
. General Felix Agnus, of. 
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anti- Democrats, but distasteful of : course to. 
—— and a to most politicians. ‘ee 
As: lector, was efficient, just, and 


reputa- 


tion as.a public man, however, is chiefly based on his Pe 
on-as's pu ly loug 


orthy service as a 


the widow of 


THE NEW MINISTER TO SPAIN. 


GrenzraL. Stewart Lynpow Wooprorp, our new 
minister to Spain, has been more or less active in. politi- 
cal and public-affairs since 1860, when he was a de 


. from: New. York to-the political convention which nomi- 
He was born in New York . 
resident. in Connecticut, 


nated Lincoln for. President. 
in 1885 of Puritan .steck- long 
When fourteen years old he entered. Columbia Col 
but left in 18562 to join the Sophomore class at Yale. 
he returned 
ar se -1854-with high. distinction. It will. be no- 
how. narrowly he escaped being a classmate of Am- 
bassador White and many other d 
Yale class of 1858. 

In 1857 he was admitted to the bar in New York. In 
1860 he was.a delegate, as noted;.to the convention that 
nominated: Lincoln, and the following year he was ap- 
fea: Assistant United States Attorney for the Southern 

trict of New York, an office which he held about igh 
teen months, his special duty after the war began being 
the prosecution of cases of seizures under the blockade 
ulations. Resigning his office in 1862, he enlisted as a 
private in a New 
——. coming out of the war in 1865 as Colonel and 
revet. Brigadier-General. After Charleston was evacu- 
ated he was appointed military commandant of the de- 
partment which included that city and Savannah, and 
organized the provisional government in charge of which 
they were placed. 
urning in 1865 to the practice of law, he declined in 
that year 2 nomination to a judgeship, but the next year, 
being still only: thirty-one years old, he was elected Lieu- 
tenant-Governor of the State. In 1868 he declined a nom- 
ination for Congress, but in 1870:-was Republican nominee 
for Governor against John T. Hoffman. 

In 1872 he was a delegate to the convention which nom- 
inated Grant for his second term, and made the speech 
secondin, He was himself placed on the 
gress from 
From 1877 until 1883 he served as United States nen 
for the Southern District of New York. At the Republi- 
can Convention of 1880 he nominated General Arthur for 
Vice-President. In 1882, being indignant at the means 
used to nominate Judge Folger for Governor, he refused 
to support him, and thus falling out with the ruling ele- 
ment in his party he ceased to hold public office, de- 
voted himself to his law business, in which, as a member 


and the Century and Har- 
ikea, Oudin, ; 
of New York, and a sister of - 


to Columbia, where he was - 


tinguished men in the - 


ork volunteer regiment, and won. rapid - 
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GENERAL STEWART LYNDON SYOODFORD. 
Minister to Spain. 


of the firm of Arnoux, Ritch, & Woodford, he has been 
successful. 

Of late.years he has been again in- harmony with the 
Republicans of this State, and Senator Platt is understood 
to have desired and ur his selection by President 
McKinley for a place in the cabinet. 

General Woodford is very widely’ known as an elo- 

uent public speaker, and is the-author of many pub- 
lic addresses, and bas been the orator. of a great many 
occasions. One of his most noted speeches was his eulogy 
on General George A. Thomas, 

He was married in 1857 and has three daughters. 


THE CONFEDERATE VETERANS’ 
REUNION. 


For the three days of it Nashville was ablaze with en- 
thusiasm. All the week before it had been aflaunt with 
bunting, aglow. with color. Naturally the red, white, 
and red was prominent, but everywhere intermingled 
with the red, white, and blue. 

The old soldiers themselves would have insisted upon 
that had the will of their hosts inclined otherwise, 


on of their cause and the 
, Between twenty and twenty -five thousand of thoss 
who wore the gray athered in the centeanial city. 
Friends, kinsfolk, spectators swelled the visiting 
— to at least seventy-five thousand. The parade 
contained something like fifteen thousand men, mounted, 
on foot, and in It was led and marshalled by 
General W. H. Jackson, some time a Confederate cavalry- 











i 
: 
i 
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w the owner of Belle Meade. It passed out Broad 
Strost t to West End Avenue, where it was reviewed by 
General Gordon, Governor Taylor, aod atene few thou- 
nd rals, colone : 
* ietare hat came to pass, though, there had been other 
interesting’ happenings. The United Confederate Vet- 
erans’ organization is made up of smaller. bodies, known 
variously as camps and bivouacs. The bivouac is in a 
way peculiar to Ticneiees, and differs from the camp 
mainly in the greater strictness of its requirements. 
There are now above a thousand of these subordinate 
organizations. The united body is governed by delegates 
chosen in proportion to membersbip. 

Some three thousand of these delegates met in Nash- 
ville town to see about electing a successor to General 
Gordon, who has béen from its inception the United Vet- 
erans’ commander, and who had refused absolutely to be 
re-elecied. But business was a pow compe matter with 
everybody. There were so many other things there was 
not time for it. The good people of Nashville had open- 
ed their arms and hearts and homes—the men in gray 
owned whatever they chose to claim. By way of provid- 
ing for them materially there was a jon committee 
three hundred strong and a restaurant where fifteen hun- 
dred could sit and eat comfortably. at once. Lodgings 
too were provided for all in need of them. Then the 
musical people gave a free concert at the Tabernacle, 
which has a ng capacity of seven thousand odd, and 
the younger element got up a dance at the Capitol, where 
gray coats and gray beards were decidedly at a premium. 

The procession was marshalled by States, South Caro- 
ling leading, and-the rest following in the order of seces- 
sion. This threw North Carolina next to last, barely in 
front of her daughter Tennessee. Each State had a —— 
woman sponsor and-a maid of honor. At the Centennia 
Auditorium, on Thursday afternoon, a speaker chosen 
from each one of the old Confederate States filled an 
allotted five minutes, and was held rigidly to time by the 
chairman of the committee of arrangements. : 

Of course the ladies were not content with so —— a 
showing as sponsors and maids of honor afforded. Tues 
day morning at ten o'clock. in the Capitol, the Daughters 
of the Confederacy met and made speeches to themselves. 
Mrs. M. B. Pilcher presided, and made an address of wel- 
come. 

There were special fireworks, the fall of Alamo amon 
other things, and a Confederate jollification, and heaps o 
private functions. Best of all was the joy in the faces of 
the old soldiers. Men from the farthest extremes of the 
land met as brothers, and renewed the friendships of the 
trying bloody days. ‘‘ It is the grandest rennion we shall 
ever Has next time a heap of us won't know anything 
about it,” a man with an empty sleeve said as he stood 
in line, 


FOREIGN NOTES. | 


FROM AN AMERICAN POINT OF VIEW. 


Lonpon, June 12, 1897. 
Waite Congress is struggling to give paternal protec- 
tion, without much reference to those who have to pay 
for it, I hasten to put in a plea for that small, scattered, 
and helpless section of mankind that writes for publish- 
ers, and has hitherto looked to posterity for its reward. 
Latterly I went to South Africa and wrote some articles 
upon-thatcountry. When I had partially recovered from 
the coast fever, which at De y effectually protects 
native industry, 1 commenced to receive a large number 
of letters. These were mostly from strangers in different 
parts of the world who bad read HARPER’s MAGAZINE, 
and consequently wished to go to the land of gold-mines 
and ostrich feathers. My correspondents usually com- 
menced with complimentary expressions highly gratify- 
ing to the author's vanity—but they were costly. The 
letters bore insufficient postage, and the author was 
charged with the treble cost on each epistolary invoice. 
At first this was cheerfully paid, but when the doctor's 
bill had been presented, and the cost of an African fever 
estimated, I began to think that as between the Delagoa 
shakes and the postman’s whistle there was but scant 
margin for preference. To answer all these letters was 
impossible, and perhaps I have made hundreds of ene- 
mies by treating with apparent coldness communications 
prepared by a heart overflowing with gratitude and thirst 
for knowledge. 

For instance, a mother confides in me and says: ‘‘My 
son is a little wild, owing to no fault of his own. He 
was not successful in his examinations at college, though 
I am sure that with proper guidance he would distinguish 
himself. Would you kindly exert your influence to se- 
cure him a position in Johannesburg as manager of a 
mine or some such position of trust?” 

How can I secure a position of trust to any one whom 
I do not know; and how can I explain to individual mo- 
thers that I cannot, with the best intention, assisted by a 
corps - speedy type-writers, give them satisfactory an- 
swers’ 

Then I receive a large number of under-paid letters 
from mercantile philanthropists, who say something like 
this: ‘‘ Dear Sir,~—My famous Fever-Fuge and Anti- 
Shake Specific has cured millions of malignant malaria, 
and with the help of God I propose to give the benefit of 
this truly missionary medicine to the suffering millions 
of Africa. What I want of you isa list of the Drug Stores 
in the places where they have the most malaria. Then 
please send me a list of the principal patent medicines 

used in South Africa, with the price. My stuff costs a 
dollar a bottle, but I can put it on the African market at 
ten cents. Please advise me as to the best means of ad- 
vertising this in South Africa, re what commission you 
would like in case I offered you the Agency for that coun- 
try. An early answer will oblige, Yours truly.” 

And here again I must suppress names, dates, and 
places, for my correspondent writes in good faith, and no 
doubt concludes that I am a selfish monopolist for not 
sharing with him the knowledge I presumably possess. 


Why is it, I wonder, poling of selfishness, that the 
American ambassador in London almost invariably draws 
upon himself the malevolent criticism of his own news- 
papers—particularly if he happens to make himself more 
than usually popular in England? John Hay, for instance, 
has just succeeded Mr. Bayard, and many people have re- 
marked to me that it was a refreshing chan that Mr. 
Bayard had become corrupted by contact with the Eng- 
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lish aristocracy, that he bad become un-American, that 
in John Hay we would have a true republican, who 
would show Englishmen a specimen of genuine Ameri. 
canism, etc. John Hay, as the author of ** Jim Bludsoe 
and other literary things, is doubly welcome to England, 
first, because he is the visible representative of our re- 
ublic, and secondly, he is an American man of letters. 
Bince early childhood I have known him, and as an Amer- 
ican feel that such men can be induced to accept 
ublic o! on a salary that does not cover house-rent, 
et alone the entertainment of his official col es, 
ley and Lowell were both hailed with journalistic enthu- 
siasm when they were first appointed to London; both 
turned out to be snobs, on the same authority, before their 
respective terms had expired. John Hay comes to Lon- 
don with an official and social experience bebind him al- 
most unique in the annals of American public life, and 
opens the American embassy under auspices most favor- 
able to success. Yet I venture to think that history will 
repent itself, and that before this Jubilee year has passed 
away the papers that now sing in his praise will de- 
nounce him as having had his head turned by the British 
aristocracy. 

Now why is this? We rarely bother our heads about 
the doings of our ambassador in Vienna, in Berlin, or St. 
Petersburg; in fact, we don't always remember who it is 
unless he gets his government into a setape. 

England is the only country whose language is intelli- 
gible to the men we usually send to represent us abroad, 
consequently the American ambassador is able to con- 
verse fluently with the distinguished people of this coun- 
try, and is entertained more extensively than the minister 
of. the United States fo any other country. Our repre- 
sentative at Vienna or Berlin does not, probably, in the 
course of a whole year receive so many invitations to 
visit country houses as the American ambassador in Lon- 
don receives in the course of a single week. The social 
life of an American ambassador on the Continent, aside 
from half a dozen tiresome official functions, is limited to 
entertainments at which the principal réle is played by 
American travellers, the inevitable American dentist, and 
such newspaper correspondents as happen to be handy. 
Paris is almost an exception, but hardly a serious one, 
when compared with London. 

If there were not a single American in England, our 
ambassador here would still be rushed from ee to 
night if he accepted half the invitations extended to him 
by representative Englishmen. And if he attempted to 
return the civilities offered him by these people he would 
have his hands more than full. What, then. must his 
feeling be as a generous and well-bred American to find 
that there are hundreds and thousands of his fellow-coun- 
trymen who leave cards upon him and expect hospitality ? 
Some of these people mar De reasonable and may know 
the es of John: 8 agro But the larger 

portion, am sure, 
von ladies who have come to be presented at court, 
and incidentally to send home descripti 
local newspaper, will be bitterly disappointed, and may 
reflect their outraged feelings in the columns of an in- 
dulgent press. 


It is to an American the source of especial gratitude 
when on arriving at the capital of a strange country he 
finds the diplomatic agents of his government equal to 
their duties. Of course this does not refer to England, 
nor am I thinking merely of American tourists, who can 
usually manage well enough without ever going near 
their consul or minister. But the American agent of a 
mercantile house feels at once when his country is being 
well or ill represented, for he is frequently forced to sub- 
mit papers which only his minister can draw up or en- 
dorse; and if this is done by incompetent men it is the 
American merchant who suffers. 

To-day the German Emperor receives in particular au- 
dience the new ambassador Andrew D. White, and if Wil- 
liam II. were not already an excellent English scholar he 
would discover, to his surprise, that the American repre- 
sentative speaks fluent and academic German. But as 
emperors are usually given the privilege of opening the 
conversation, and as the German Emperor speaks English 
with much satisfaction, it is possible that he may not dis- 


cover how well Mr. White speaks German until he reads 
of it in HaARPER’s WEEKLY. 


We have now in Berlin one who recalls the great 
times of 1870-1, when the historian George Bancroft, 
though a simple minister, eclipsed the ambassadors of the 
other great powers by the dignity of his personal appear- 
ance and the eminence of his cceslendie Well do I re- 
member the venerable historian rising at a great banquet 
in Berlin and ptouishing his audience by a speech that 
was partly in English and partly in German for the bene- 
fit of the many Germans present. Nor was the German 
my less fluent than that which was addressed to his fel- 
ow-countrymen. Bancroft’s house gathered together 
more that was interesting in Germany than probab any 
other at that time. he historians of Rome and Greece 
—Mommesen and Curtius—were his frequent guests; so 
were the great men of science, such as Helmholtz and Vir- 
chow. In those days the army and the government had 
not acquired the habit of ca'ling people ** unpatriotic” 
because they were “liberal,” and men like von Bunsen 
were wey. — by even such extreme conservatives as 
Bismarck. In short, soldiers, diplomats, university pro- 
fessors, painters, men of light pace leading in all branches 
of human activity, met under the roof of George Bancroft 
as they never have met since under the roof of any Ameri- 
can embassy. 2. 

Mr. White is well fitted to revive those times, but the 
times of to-day are less favorable. Political bitterness is 
so much the fashion now that officials who pose for ultra 
loyal dare not shake hands in public with a Virchow or a 

‘emmsen who is known to have opposed a government 
measure. But what can be done, that our ambassador 
will do, is to leave behind him when he retires from his post 
the memory of a real American who served his country 
well because he spoke in a lenguage that all Germans 
understood, and because he did at least something to 
spread about him feelings of humanity in a time when 
a is dragging Europe nearer and nearer to bar- 


It must pooeens rentty more and more difficult for us to 
secure as am ors such good men as Hay for London 
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ticnlar writer was ed out of the American embassy 
for conduct unworthy of an American ist. Tome 
and to you the impudence of such utterance is ridiculous 
only, and.we throw the paper away along with all thought 
of its writer. But when a German friend tells me that 
the writer has sent a copy to each embassy in Berlin and 
to all prominent officials at home and ‘aecoad, 

this has been done for the purpose of discrediting the 
American secretary in the 


in sole charge of the embassy, and his duties are most 
complicated and heavy. He is up by sunrise every morn- 
ing, and does a day’s work almost as hard as that of the 
Kaiser. Not merely Germans, but Americans have a 
right to know if this man is a scoundrel and an impostor, 
as our newspaper “‘ patriot” alleges. Germans call an 
editor to account if he defames a public servant, and 
should not our government do the same in the case of its 
agents who are far away and cannot adequately protect 
themselves? Nobody has asked me to say an 1050 Ber 
this matter—nor was it necessary. It made my Blood l 
on hearing it. J.B. Jackson passed through Annapolis, 
served honorably in the navy, and left that service in or- 
det to enter diplomacy, where he at the bottom. 
and has, after some ten years of hard work, acquired a 
training surpassed by no secretary in our service. He and 
his wife live in the happiest home relations,—and more is 
the pity that 1 must ask Harper's WEEKLY to publish 
these gossiping items merely to refute scandalous and 
malicious ments born of jealousy or spite. 

T have heard successive ministers and ambassadors speak 
of Jackson—to say nothing of German officials and busi- 
ness men. ‘They one and all recognize this.secretary’s fit- 
ness for his post, and wonder 3 
moted to a higherone. We — have enough inefficient 
diplomatic representatives to criticise without going out 
of our way to poison the mind of our government against 
excellent and hard-working men. 


The great military Jubilee display is, I fear, an attempt 
on the part of certain to deceive the 
world as to the real military strength of the British Em- 
pire. Whénever England shall become involved in war 
with a great power, and this has not been the case since 
1854, she’ will have to rely, not upon her scattered black, 
yellow, and brown auxiliaries, at the four corners of her 
colonial empire, but upon the army of regular English 
troops who are paid as professional soldiers. To-day this 
professional ag br not what it pretends to be. Itis not 
efficient in the German sense. Regiment for regiment, 
army corps for army corps, the English army cannot do 
what the German army does. In the first place, whenever 
English troops have been mobilized for an expedition 
such as that of Lord Wolseley up the Nile, or of Lord 
Roberts in some East Indian campaign, nearly half of the 
men, nominally soldiers, have been in hospital for a loath- 
some, contagious disease. We have laws protecting cows 
and pigs — contagion, but whenever such laws are 
invoked in England for the protection of soldiers there is 
an outcry against them from clergymen and a lot of senti- 
mental people who do much ief under the guise of 
philanthropy. 

The British army is forced to as recruits young 
men of imperfect physical development, where the German 
army gets the very best of the whole people. The British 
officer is not the equal of the German in the higher walks 
of his profession. This is due largely to favoritism of a 
political or courtly character. We see in many places high 
up officers commanding whose physical infirmities os 
it almost impossible for them to sit on horseback, and oth- 
ers whose energies in the military line are limited to in- 
specting dress parades. The old of Cambridge, who 
with the greatest possible difficulty has recently been 
forced to retire from the highest command in the Brit- 
ish army, was notoriously unfitted for any military post 
higher than that of an inspector of butions and ioe 


ings. | 
einen 5 oe ore. man a se. is better stuff for 
e ave —though this seems 
to contradict what I pave oleate said. The young Eng- 
lishman who is brought up to every manner of reckless 
out-door sport enters the army with natural capacity for 
leadership. He can ride, shoot, and, if necessary, use his 
fists better than any man in his company or regiment, and 
the private in the ranks respects his officer as an honora- 
ble sport-loving gentlengn, whether he be in or out of 
uniform. No army, not’ even our own, can produce a 
jarger proportion of enterprising young officers ready to 
volunteer for any dangerous service anywhere, nor can 
any corps of Ts produce men who have achieved 
gal nction in leading small outfits successfully. 
ut the German officer is superior in being one of a vast 
machine, all the parts of which, from the top to the bot- 
tom, work so smoothly that at any given moment the 
whole resources of the people are concentrated in one 
i oleae wo ancgually; soaatehionwemonin to 
unequally, is recruited so a 
the whole is administered with so little qabarincs, that 
the result of a great European war would be 
with grave apprehension by those who oo 
troops to play a leading part. Physical pluck and 
rous self-sacrifice are ificent ‘things in @ soldier, and 
achieve wonders in our Indian wars on the fron 
they do in the hundreds of little British itions 


rege natives. But nowadays wars are decided, not 
. ma- 


skirmishes so much as by the use of huge 
chinery in the hands of Bp mers Hu oltke 
and his equally deserving war min on Roon. . 
See tes Povu.tNey BIGELOW. 


r that he is not pro- . 
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Jory 8, 1897. 


lofusastol 


por po ok who v 
in odd ways have lately died. ne was Captain Boycott, 


late of County Mayo, in Ireland, whe lent his name quite 
invalastaaions to the English language ~¢ be 


small and ' : 
+ aes alice: engl se ely nt fara taper 


ts = — from weneee against 
-agen instead to let them severely alone. - 
in Byer wa ie aloe un hs tery ave a 
* boy ” promptly ts n the .° He 
died, in London apparently, about June 21. 

On the same day, in Germantown, Pennsylvania, died 
Christian K. Ross, known throughout this country as the 
father of Charley Ross, who was stolen from home on 
July 1, 1874, and was never heard of afterwards. It has 
happened to Philadelphia to furnish the two most famous 


Father Kneipp, the inventor of the Kneipp water-cure, 
died at Woe ven, Bavaria,on June 17. In his youth 
he was sickly, and the course of treatment to. wpigh he. 

ave his name was first tested on himself. Its first. prin- 
ciples seem to have been abstemiousness and a nt 
bathing, which are good things, and adapted to ta 
reat many people. The system spread very widely. 
eople of the first rank and fashion, royalties, andl geil 
ionaires, tried it and profited <by it in on , and eve’ 
in New York within.a year the newspapers: have of 
the Kneipp-curists who walk barefoot in the grass in #3 
early morning in Central Park. Whatever merit the 
may be in the system, there is little doubt thatI 
Kneipp himself had excellent curative properties, He 
was well tested—once he treated the Pope—and main- 
oloet de excellent reputation as a priest, a man, and a 
phy : , 
. Some men seem to have the vis medicatria as a gift of 
nature.. One such person, anda very remarkable one, was 
Francis Schlatter, whose bones were found the other day 
in the foot-hills of the Sierra Madre on the Puetas Verdas 
River, in Chihuahua, Mexico, It is only about a year 
since he disappeared from Denver, where bee of peo- 
ple crowded to see him, and brought all sorts of sick peo- 
le to him to be healed of their  Scblateer may 













‘as distinctly clear of the ridiculous “saint of ; 
as ably oleae jens 0 Sago ald 


turn out to be either a fraud or an absurdity, but he 


and there was great dramatic propriety even in ‘end. 





Metropolitan: and has been viewed 1 
faction by General Di Cesnola, 


ent and chairman of the ex- 
rt. Daniel Huntington, chairman of 
the sculpture committee, has recommended its 
ance; and acting on his recommendation, President Mar- 
Sec Di Cesnola, and Treasurer Hitehcock 
have accepted it for the board of trustees. It still re- 
mains that the board, when it meets in the autumn, should 
confirm: the action of its officers; but that is only 9 for- 
mality, as for sixteen years the board has never failed to 
retain whatever gifts its officers have accepted during the. 
summer, 


Mr. William ‘Allen Butler’s- poem, read on June 12°at — 


the fifty-fifth annual ‘reunion of ‘the “ bag eye 9 
of 1848,” of the University of New York, is a r 
such productions, and well able to bear com ‘with 
the poems with which Dr. Holmes used to distin 


annual dinners of the famous Harvard class of a We ; 


shall be fortunate ifthe annual crop of Commencement 
verse includes anything else as good. 


thy of the public is due to the trustees of 
Brown we aA in their embarrassment over, certain 


ect 
durin Presiden , and all the silver 
pe from Bryan down, poin on bien on all occasigns 


; deep into the question of 
metal and money, and was Gonvineed thatthe gol : 


cons held there, and the university is under- 
to have lost: some large gifts because of the 

‘‘ pernicious activity” of Dr. Andrews. The trustees 
don’t want ese: ate —, whom they ad- 
mire and like, whose ability they value, but neither 
do they want to see their university suffer because 
they consider his wrong - headed views. So 


.@ quandary, and to consult with Dr. 
pe torch the Mienation. He will return 


The Bacchante, rejected of Boston, has hed. the 
Museum, 


. runs as much risk of fine or imprisonment as 
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‘‘ modify his activity in behalf of certain economic ques- 
tions,” Very pos y he will resign; but, even if aly roa 
it seems doubtful whether the trustees could afford to 
accept his resignation. Trying»as the situation is, it 
would seem wiser for Brown University and Dr. Andrews 
to rub along to , in the hope that the time is close at 
hand when it will cease to be a matter of practical impor- 
tance whether, any one president believes in the 
gold standard or not. 


? 

The active mind of Mr. Eugene VY. Debs has devised 
‘The Social Democracy of America,” which, rising phe- 
~— from the Pang amet of the hogan a 

nion, to its members to conquer ‘‘ca ‘i 
b making use of their cal liberty and taking posses- 

ablic power, proposition is that when the 
restore land, and all means of production, transportation, 
and weds A 


co-épera- 
tive commonwealth for the present state of ‘‘ industrial 
warfare and social disorder. ow ores Se: Welee: Be 
concentrating the Social n 
until there are enough of them to dominate it, and then 
hg to extend the organization into other States. 
he State of Washington has been suggested as as good as 
any to n with, but the ways and means of concentra- 
tion are Femote and vague, and the State-of- W ashing- 
ton people are not as yet much concerned. 


It is held by some members of the Phi Beta Kappa of 
peter St oe eee Doe tenes}. Seo Sew sees 


The matter is-u aig: Sonoma haces 

or t six 2 

years ‘he sealer bas oben to itself twenty-five members 
annually, from each class the men who 
ranked highest in scholarship. In 1881, when this prac- 
of a fixed number i nom Paige men 


that the 
with the size 


It is a blessed relief in a good many particulars to have 
the Jubilee over, the college boat-races rowed, and the 
Commencements comp , and to be able to settle down 
again to the resuscitation of 
cupations of summer. We have 








seems to have palled 
‘ newspaper 


fa 
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laws of that State pun le by the same penalty 
imposed for killing the birds. This seems to 
the guileless maid who buys her feathers of 


at 
SaFEe 


hearted man-with-a-gun who goes out and pots 
In a State where the schoolmaster is less comprehensi 


i 
[ 
i 
PS 


birds which gh gp bugs which feed on the crops of 
Massach 


usetts, but the promoters of the Jaw are not likely . 


Mawr, is the son of 
and is said to have inherited much of his fa- 

k well as his inclination towards 

all things that are —— It is interesting to know 


the things that make for culture. 


One of the problems of the time, which has grown im- 
portant as this country has developed in wealth and pop- 
ulation, is how to live in several places at once. There 
are a t many people nowadays who have made for- 
tunes fn the West, who found the Western cities profitable 
and pleasant while they were com 

n business, but 


more out of them for their money. 


New York are centres—Washington, of politics, govern- 
ment, and to some extent of science; N . 
trade, fashion, art, literature, music, 


ew York, of wealth 
aud lots of other in- 


re glean 
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. The 

appears in all rich countries. The well-to-do Engl 
Oe fo. wpaes Dart af ee ear in London; the F , in 
do it, and keep their country homes be- 
Our Westerners have a more difficult problem. 
are much farther away from their social and po- 
centres than most of the French or the English, 
of the n climate compli- 
Consider the case of the rich 
io cities. The Cleveland man 
dard oil, or politics, or something, 
become solvent beyond the dreams of avarice, 
a lawful desire to live at the centre of things, 
a house in = York-or a D, pn is 
headquarters from November to ’ e st as & 
‘im Cleveland, but when is he vee A to live in it? 
in. summer, for his neighbors who stay at home in the 
inter-come East to the sea-shore in summer. He 
find Cleveland attractive in the late spring and the 
y fall, but the chances are that his family wil) tell him 
that it doesn’t pay to travel so far, open and close a 
house for such short periods. ‘The upshot of it must tend 
to be that the shutters stay my on the Cleveland man’s 
house in Cleveland, and that he lives elsewhere, and mere- 
Vy goes home to vote or on errands of business. And why 
oesn't he give it up altogether? Because considerations 
of trade or sentiment or red ioe forbid. It pays tobea 
from somewhere, and Ohio is 

a Suite to hail from. 


final outcome in each case of the conflict between 
the eyreegans that call the Western man Eastward and 


Te 
Hi 
fll 


H 


those claim him at home is interesting to watch. A 
n lege arg dated Cincinnati, June 4, recorded, 
the day, Mr. Bellamy Storer, the new minister 
to Belgium, and his wife had bid a long good-by to their 


friends and started for Europe. It added 


The Storers have decided for the future, when in this country, to 
make their:home at Washington, where they have purchased a band- 
some residence. Mr. Storer will visit this city once a year to look 
after his interests. The mansion on Grandin Road, this city, has been 
dismantled. 


Another from Cincinnati, of the same date 
and in the same newspaper (the Sun), reads: 


Mr. John R. McLean, newspaper editor and proprietor of thie city, 
financier of Washington, and free-silver candidate of the State of Ohio, 
arrived from the Capito! this morning in his private car “‘ Ohio.” He 
took of the very large house at Pike and Fifth streets, 
which he has rented, fully furniehed, for six montha, Mr. McLean did 
not bring his family, to the great disappointment of many friends. 
He brought a corps of servante and a private secretary. He also 
brought along a complete literary buresu for the campaign in the per- 
sons of two of his able editorial writers. This is the first time in-ten 
years that Mr. McLean has possessed a here. 


Mr. McLean is suspected of a willingness to represent 
Ohio in the Sepate. News of another gentleman of a 
Calvin & Biice, of New York, Washington, and at odd 

. ew 'y at : 
bit Senate Othe eee praciont also in a private 













Rumors that prevailed at one time that the White 
House’ under Major McKinley would be “dry” have 
ounded. The President is 


proved to. be un said to be 
abstemious, but not a total abstainer. Wine is 
served at his entertainments. 


New. York-will‘be‘a good deal. better town after this 
summer's work in it is finished. The most imporiant 
improvement :that the summer will see will be the com- 
pietion ofall the work in Fifth Avenue, including the 
new eet pavement from Washin Square to Cen- 
tral As’soon as the Avenue is in orderand the wa- 
eae flow through the big new wster-mains below 
its the reservoir at ey Page sence Street will begin 


to down, and its site w cleared for the library 
that Ton maperaade it. ee 
The recent completion of an asphalt pavement on First 


Work has begun again on the Cathedral of St. John, and 
it. is that it may continue until enough of the 
4s finished: for occu .. It will be remem- 

bered that in laying the fou on the cathedral build- 


be iaid. ‘The new work will-all be — and in 
sight, which will be a satisfaction to* public, and 
doubtless tothe builders also. 

A “constant reader” of this department of the WEEKLY 


rotests against the recent occurrence in it of the ‘‘ very 
t ‘on the 


Inelegan 


ewes aay: 5 an, 5 ang. ‘in the street.’” And 


speak of being ‘‘on” a crust of flag-stones which have 

gas- pipes, water- pipes, steam-engines, and who 
knows what else under them. ‘‘Jn the street” be it, 
pose excepting possibly where Wall Street is cca- 


Other expressions this same critic finds fault-with are, 
«<T hat is all there is to it,” and, ‘‘ She wore blue flowers, as 
did her sister,” the latter being especially execrated as of 
British derivation. What else ails it, if anything, is open 
to con re. It is pretty und for complaint 
against any set phrase that it is @ set phtase. The ear 
tires of too familiar pe gg words, even when no 
8 fauit can be found w r arrangement. 

pit E. 8, Magri. 
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THE REUNION OF CONFEDERATE VETERANS AT THE TENNESSEE CENTENNIAL AND INTERNATIONAL EXPOSITION, JUNE 29-24. "a 
Drawn By W. A. Rocers.—(Sez Pace 653.} 


1. The Huck Finn on Lake Watauga. 2. Puwder-Wheels, Relics from a Confederate Powder-Mill. 8. Relics from Missionary Ridge in the Railway 
Terminal Building. 
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A STORY OF THE GREEK WAR OF INDEPENDENCE. 


BY E. F. BENSON, 


AUTHOR oF “ Dopo,” ‘‘ Limirations,” ‘‘ THE JUDGMENT Books,” ETC. 


CHAPTER I. : 


AUPLIA, huddled together on the edge of its glit- 
tering bay, stood empty-streeted beneath the hot 
stress of the midsummer noon, and even from 
within the houses-came no sound of life. Down 

the middle: of the main street lay a yellow ribbon of 
scorching sunshine, and the narrow border of sharp-cut 
shadow spoke of the South. 

Two or three irregular lines of houses led up from the 
quay into the square, in which stood a couple of cafés and 
x few Greek shops;:but two of the four sides were taken 
up with the quarters of the Turkish garrison. All along 
the north side ran the barracks of the common soldiers, 
two-storied buildings of brownstone, with small grated 
windows, which held the two companies of men who were 
stationed in the town itself, less fortunate in this burning 
weather ‘than the main part of the garrison, which was 
quartered in the airier fortress of Palamede behind, over- 
looking the town from the height of five hundred feet. 
Down the west side of the square came the quarters of 
the officers who were in command of the town garrison, 
and next to them the prison, full to overflowing of the 
native Greeks. 

Two other narrow streets led out of the square east- 
ward towards the base of the Palamede, one of which, 
passing through the gate in the wall of Byzantine fortifi- 
cations, and striking along between the mountains’ and 
the bay, soon became a country road. The spring had 
been dry, and already, though it was only June, the coun- 
try was yellow and parched. Only the aloes and 
which formed the hedge on either side were still green, 
and even the cactus fruit, matured too early, was withered 
and worthless. 

This road, like the square, was absolutely empty, and 
lay equally dust-ridden and silent but for a few cicales in 
a line of white poplars which-broke the monotony of the 
cactus hedges at one point, which clicked and whirred as 
if the sirocco was the most invigorating of winds; for the 
sirocco was beginning to blow up from the south, and 
raised mad little whirlwinds of dust, which danced across 
the road and over the fields in hot, unresting eddies. The 
hills of Argolis to the north were already getting dim and 
veiled with the dusty wind and losing themselves in an 
ague of heat. : 

A mile further down the road stood a small wine-shop, 
in front of which stood a rough wooden portico, open to 
the air.on three sides, and roofed with boughs of oleander, 
placked leaf and flower together. A couple of rough 
stools and a rickety table stood in the shade in order to 


invite passers-by to rest and so to drink, and the owner 
himself was lying on a bench under the house wall, fast 
asleep. A surly-locking dog of no particular breed guard- 
ed his slumbers in the intervals of his own, and snapped 
at the flies. 

Directly opposite the wine-shop, on the other side of 
the road, stood a whitewashed house, built in a rather 
more pretentious style than most Greek peasants’ houses, 
and surrounded by a- garden, to which a row of white 
poplars gave a certain look of coolness and privacy. A 
veranda ran around two sides of it, floored with wooden 
planks, and up tle wooden pillars by which it was sup- 
ported streamed long shoots of flowering roses. A low 
wooden settee, covered with coarse matting, stood in the 
shade of the veranda, and on it were sitting two men, one 
of whom was dressed in the black cassock of a priest, 
both silent. 

Then suddenly out of the stillness came a human sound, 
and a small gray cat rushed round the corner of the ve- 
randa, pursued by a great long-limbed boy, laughing to 
himself. He was dressed in a white linen tunic and tight- 
fitting linen trousers; he had no shoes, no stockings, and 
no hat. He almost fell over the settee before’ he saw any 
one was there, but then he stopped, still laughing. 

‘She was after the fish,” he explained, ‘‘ and I tried to 
catch her. She shall taste a slapping!” 

One of the men looked up at the boy and smiled. 

“You'll get a mischief if you run about in the sun at 
this time of the day,” he said. .‘‘Come and sit here. 
But shake hands with the priest, Mitsos, and ask his 
blessing.” 

' Mitsos knelt down, and the other man put his hand on 
the boy’s rumpled black hair. 

‘‘God make you brave and good,” he said, ‘‘ and for- 
give all your sins.” 

“« Now sit down, Mitsos, and don’t run about so much. 
Who stepped in a puddle?” 

The boy’s face, which had grown grave as he received 
the priest’s blessing, dimpled into smiles again. 

‘Why, my cat Psepseka,” he said. -‘‘‘The greedy wo- 
man was going down to the cellar, where I put the fish, 
and I waited quietly and caught her by the tail. She spit 
at me like a she devil. Then she scratched me; therefore 
I let go. But soon I shall catch her again, and she will 
pay for it all.” 

He held out a big brown hand, down which Psepseka 
had scored three red lines. 

‘*What a fierce woman!” said his father. ‘‘ But you’re 
too big to run after cats. You're eighteen now, Mitsos, 


and your uncle comes here this evening. 
you're a boy still.” 


The boy looked up from the examination of his band. 


He'll think 


_ ‘* Uncle Nicholas?” he asked. 


‘“ Yes. Go and wash your hand, and then lay the table. 
Put some eggs to boi), and get out some bread and cheese, 
and pick some cherries.” #3 

Mitsos got up. ‘* Will.the father eat with us?” 

‘Surely; and put your shoes on before you come to 
dinner.” 

Mitsos lingered a moment. ‘‘ And you will tell Uncle 
a I have been good, so that he’ll take me out shoot- 

ng?” 

**Do you remember what Uncle Nicholas said to you 
when he was here last?” 

The boy flushed. ‘‘ Yes.” 

‘* What 'was it?” i 

‘* Not—not to ask questions, and to do at once all I was 
told to do.” And, without waiting, he was off into the 
house. : 

The priest looked up at: Mitsos’s father‘as the bey dis- 
appeared. ‘‘ He is full young yet,” he said. 

‘* So I think, and so I expect Nicholas will think. But 

he is a good lad, and ‘he can keep a secret.’ He is strong, 
too; he walked from here to Corinth last week, and came 
back next day; and he is growing like the aloe flower.” 
' The priest rose, and looked flercely out over the garden. 
‘* May.the God of Justice give the Turks what they have 
deserved!” he said. ‘‘May He send them bitterness to eat 
and blood to drink!. May their children be fatherless, and 
their wives widows! They have no mercy; may they find 
none. The curse of a priest of God be upon them!’ 

Mitsos’s father sat where he was, watching him. Eleven 
years ago Father Andréa had been obliged to make a jour- 
ney to Athens to settle about some property of his wife's, 
who had just died, and, if possible, sell it: He had taken 
with him his only daugiter, a girl of five or six years of 
age, preity even then, and with promise of wonderful 
beauty to come. On his way there, just outside Athens, 
he had beén attacked by a body of Turks, and after a 
desperate, hopeless resistance had been left on the road 
more dead than alive, and his daughter‘had been carried 
off, to be taken, no doubt, and trained for some Turkish 
harem. He had Jain there stunned for some time, for 
when he came to himself the day was already reddenin 
to its close, and the shadow of the hills of Daphne tad 
stretched itself across the plain to where he lay. Wound- 
ed and bleeding as he was, he had-dragged himszif 
to Athens, and staid there for weeks, until his hope of 
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ever finding bis daughter again had faded and died. Since 
that time he thought and one only his brain, a 
thought which whispered to him all day and shouted to 
him % gleep—the lust for ben. gee not on one Turk 
alone, on those who had carried Theodora off, but ven- 
ce on the whole of that race of devils. For ten years 

ne had thought and schemed and worked, at first with no- 
thing more than wild words and bloody thoughts, but of 
late in a suberer belief that his day would come; for or- 
ganized schemes of throwing off the Turkish rule were 
on foot, and may they were still things only to be 
whispered, it was known that agents of the Club of Pa- 
triots were doing sure and silent work all over the country. 

Father Andréa was a tall, finely made man, and, to judge 
from his appearance, the story that he would tel tem 
how he and his family were of pure Greek descent might 
have been true. He came from the southwest district of 
Argolis, a rough, mountainous land, where the Turks had 
never penetrated. His father had died five years before; 
but when Andréa went to tell of the capture of his daugh- 

ter, he had turned him out of the house and refused to 
see him again. c ‘ 

** A child is a gift which God has given to the father,”- 
said the old man, ‘It were better for him to lose him- 
self than lose God's gift. And we, one of the few families 
who have not mixed with that devil's brood—we are fall- 
en ¢ven as others. You have brought disgrace on me and 

on our dead, and I would sooner have seen you dead your- 
self than lear you tell me this.” 

“They were six to one,” said Andréa, ‘‘and they left 
me for dead. Would to God they had killed me!” 

**Would to God they had killed you,” said his father, 
“and her too!” 

“The fault was not mine; will you not forgive me?” 

‘* Yes, when the fault is wiped out by the death of 
Theodora?” 

‘**Of Theodora? What has she done?” 

‘* She will grow up in shame and mate with devils. Go.” 

Five years passed before they met again; but one day 
Andréa’s father, left lonely in his house, moved by some 
vague desire which he hardly understood himself, saddled 
his mule and went to Nauplia. He was very old and 
very feeble, and perhaps he felt that death could not be 
far from him, And to Andréa’s cry of welcome and 
wonder, ‘I have come to you, my son,” said the old 
man. ‘‘ We are better alone, and—and I am very old.” 

Day by day the old man used to sit looking up and 
down the road for Theodora. There was a bend in it 

some quarter of a mile further up, and sometimes, when 
the spring daye were warm, he would hobble up to the 
corner, and sit vais for her there, where he could com- 
mand a longer stretch of country. But Theodora came 
not, and one evening, when he came back, he sank into a 
chair, without strength, and called Andréa to him. 

“TT am ak he said, ‘‘and this is no time to waste 
idle,words, wn Theodora comes back, tell her I waited 
for her every day, and I should have liked to see her 
again. And if you find it bard, Andréa, to forgive her, 
forgive her for my sake, for she was very little, and the 
fault was not hers; it is not yours, either. But if, when 
the day comes, you spare your hand, and do not take ven- 
geance on the Turks to the uttermost, then may my ghost 
tear you limb from limb and give you to the vultures and 
the jackals!” The old man rose from his chair. ‘* Ven- 

eance!” he cried. ‘‘ Death to man, woman, and child! 
mite and spare not, for you are a priest of God, and they 
are of the devil! Smite! smite! avenge!” 

He sank back in his chair again, his head fell on to his 
shoulder, and his arms rattled against the wood- work; 
and with vengeance on his lips, and the desire of ven- 
geance in his heart, he died. 

From that day a double portion of his spirit seemed to 
have descended on Father Andréa. One hope and one 
desire ruled his life—to wipe out from Greece the whole 
race of Turks, To him innocent or guilty mattered not; 
they were of one accursed brood. But though the long- 

ing burned like fire within him, he kept it in, choking it, 

as it were, with fresh fuel. He would not risk a pre- 
mature experiment for the sake of an earlier but incom- 
plete revenge. He was willing to wait till all was ready, 

till the net was so drawn round them that escape was im- 

possible. And then, vengeance, in the name of God. 

Mitsos meanwhile had induced a small charcoal fire 
to heat some water, and he went to fetch the eggs. He 
devoted some amount of anxious thought as to the num- 
ber which he had better boil. His father usually ate two, 
the priest never ate more fhan one, and he himself invari- 
ably ate as many as he could possibly get. He looked at 
the basket of eggs thoughtfully. ‘It is a hungry day,” 
he said to himself. ‘‘ Perhaps father might eat three, 
and perhaps Father Andréa might eat two. Then I am 
allowed three. That makes eight.” 

Mitsos drew a sigh of satisfaction as he thus com- 
pounded with his conscience, and his eyes began to 
smile; his mouth followed suit, and showed a row of very 
white teeth. 

“It is such a pity that I am always hungry,” he said 
to himself; “but when Uncle Nicholas eral me he 
will see I have grown.” 

_And putting the eight eggs into the pot, he ran off to 
pick the cherries. 

For the last year both Mitsos and his father had worked 
the little land ‘he owned like common laborers. Two 
years before, a Turkish Pasha, Abdul Achmet by name, in 
passing through the country, had been struck by the won- 
derful beauty of Nauplia, and had built a bouse on the 
shore of the bay. The land belonged to Constantine, 
Mitsos’s father, and the Turk had promised him a good 
price for it. At the same time he intimated that if he 
would not take a fair price for it he would get no price at 
all, The money, of course, was still owing, and on Con- 
stantine’s old vineyard stood the house, now finished. 
Abdul Achmet, who was Governor of Tripoli, came here 
with his harem every year for the summer months; and 
on warm evenings the women were often seen in the gar- 
den looking over the sea-wall which separated it from the 
bay—a wall some ten feet high —over which creepers 
sprawled and bloomed. 

Abdul himself was a fat, middle-aged Turk, slow of 
movement and sparing of speech. In mind he was Gallio- 
like, and his neglect to pay Constantine the money he 
owed him was as much due to negligence as to the ineradi- 
cable instinct to avoid any paymentat all. His harem were 
for the most part left to themselves, and allowed to wan- 
der about the garden as they pleased. 
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Constantine had applied several times for payment, but 
his application pronabiy never reached Abdul. He was 
a Greek of the upper peasant class, like his race thrifty 
and industrious; but now, between the loss of his vine- 
yard and the gradual increase of taxation, he found it 
difficult to do more than live sparingly. He and Mitsos 
worked all the spring with the laborers in the harvest- 
field, and in the autumn, when they had finished making 
the wine from a balf-acre of vines still left them, as labor- 
ers in the neighboring vineyards. : 

Constantine felt the change in his position acutely. In- 
stead of being a man with men under him, he was himself 
obliged to work for his bread; and what made it more bit- 
ter was that it was by gross injustice and by no fault of 
his own that he was thus reduced. Every year the taxa- 
tion became more and more heavy; only six months before 
he had been obliged to sell his horse, for a new tax was 
levied on horses; and all that remained was an acre or two 
of ground, a pony, his house, and his boat. But of/late he 
seemed to have taken up a patient, uncomplaining atti- 
tude, which puzzled the discontented Greeks whom he 
met at the cafés. While others grumbled and cursed the 
Turkish soldiery beneath their breath, Constantine would 
sit with a quiet smile on his lips, looking half amused, 
half indulgent. Only two nights before, a neighbor had 
said to him, point-blank: 

“You have suffered more than any of us. Why do you 
sit there smiling? Are things so prosperous with you?” 

The question was evidently premeditated, for the two 
or three men sitting round stopped talking and waited 
for him to reply. 

Constantine knocked the ashes out of his chibouk before 


replying. 

‘Things are not prosperous with me,” he said, ‘‘ but I 
am a man who can hold his tongue. This I may tell you 
however—Nicholas comes here in three days.” 

** And then?” 

“Nicholas will advise you to hold your tongue too. 
He will certainly tell you that, and he may tell you some- 
thing besides. Iam going home. Good-night, friends.” 

And now whev Father Andréa was cursing the Turks 
in the name of God, though Constantine crossed himself 
at that name, he watched him with the same smile. Then 
he said: 

‘*Father Andréa, forgive me for reminding you, but 
Nicholas does not like too much talk. He says that talk- 
ing never mended a matter. You know him. In these 
things he is not a man of many words, save where it serves 
some pur bee 

The priest turned round. 

‘You are right and wrong,” he said. ‘‘ Nicholas isa 
man of few words, but I have made a vow that for every 
time the sun rises, and at every noonday and every sun- 
set, I will curse the Turk in God's name.” 

Constantine smiled again. 

‘* Well, here is Mitsos. Do not curse before the boy. 
Mitsos, is dinner ready?” 

Mitsos wrinkled up his forehead till his eyebrows near- 
ly disappeared under his curly hair, 

** Yes, it is ready, but I can find one shoe only.” 

‘* Well, look for it.” 

‘**I have looked for it,” said the boy, ‘ but I can’t find 
it. And I ache for emptiness.” 

He raised his eyes appealingly to his father, but Con- 
stantine was firm. 

% bry must find it first,” he said. ‘‘ Come, father, let 
us Pad 

ather Andréa followed him, leaving Mitsos alone and 
disconsolate. 


CHAPTER II, 

AN hour later Mitsos, having found his shoe and eaten 
his dinner, was curled up in the shady corner of the ve- 
randa, fast asleep. He had been out fishing most of the 
night before, and as the harvest was over, there was no- 
thing to do except to water the vines when the sun was 
off the vineyard. He slept, as his futher said, like a dog 
—that is to say, he curled himself up and fell into a light 
sleep, from which any noise would rouse him as soon as 
he shut his eyes. 

He was an enormous boy of the Greek country type, 
with black curly hair coming down on to his calla 
straight black eyebrows, long black eyelashes, and black 
eyes. His nose was short and square-tipped, his mouth 
the fine scornful mouth of his race. 

His hands and face were of that inimitable color of 
which sun, wind, and rain alone know the secret—a par- 
ticular soft, tawny brown, shading off a little round the 
eyes and under the hair. As he slept with his head thrown 
back, you could see the sharp line of his neck where the 
tanning ended and the white covered skin began, He had 
that wholesome out-door look which is the birthright of 
men whose fathers and grandfathers have lived in the 
open air all their lives from sunrise to sunset, and who 
have followed the same course of life themselves. He 
had kicked off his shoes again, and his hands were clasp- 
ed behind his head, and what would at once have charac- 
terized him to any one who knew anything of the Greek 
eee ape race was that his hands and feet were both spot- 
essly clean. 

He slept for a couple of hours, and was awakened by 
the sunlight creeping round the corner of the veranda and 
falling on his head. At first he rolled over again with his 
face to the wall, but in a few minutes, realizing that it was 
no good to temporize, he got up and stretched himself 
lazily and Juxuriously, yawning the while. Then he went 
round to the stone fountain which stood at the back of the 
house, and plunged his head into the bright cool water 
to finish the process of awakening, and taking his spade, 
went off to the vineyard. 

The stream which passed through the garden ran along 
the edge of a little raised aqueduct banked up with earth 
to keep it to its course. It between small vine- 
yards on each side down as far as the shore of the bay, 
where it ran out, making for itself a small delta-shaped 
bank of soil. Each of the vines stood in a small depres- 
sion in the ground, and Mitsos first cleared the water 
channels in the vineyard of all encumbrances, so that 
when he let the water in it might flow to them all. Hav- 
ing done this, he went back to the stream and removed a 
foot or so of the bank, which he placed in the bed of the 
stream itself, stamping it down to keep it firm, so that 
the whole of the water was diverted into the vineyard. 
Standing as he did, a few feet above the surface of the 
vines, he could see when the water bad reached them all, 
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and then letting his temporary dam be carried down 
stream, he quickly dug a couple of spadefuls of earth to 
fill up the hole he had made in the bank. Then jumping 
down into the vineyard aguin, he hoed away round the 
roots of the vines so that the water might sink well in 
close to them, for there had been no rain for weeks, and 
they had to be thoroughly watered. : 

he sun was off the Jand, but it was still very hot, for 
the sirocco had increased in violence, and was sweeping 
over the fields like a hot breath from a furnace. her- 
ever there was any shelter for it, the rich dark green of 
the vine leaves was powdered over with the fine white 
dust driven up from the bare harvested fields, Mitsos 
stopped now and then to wipe the sweat off his forehead, 
but otherwise he worked hard and continuously, whistling 
or singing to himself. 

His work was nearly done, when he saw his father com- 
ing towards him, Constantine stood for a moment on the 
rs of the bank, louking at what the boy had been doing. 

**Poor old Mitsos,” he said, ‘‘you have had to work 
alone to-day. I was obliged to go into Nauplia. You 
have watered the vines very well. You have finished, 
have you not?” 

“There are three more vines here,” said Mitsos, “ which 
I haven’t dug yet. But it won’t take long.” 

His father stepped down into the vineyard. 

‘You cap go and sit down,” he said. ‘I'll finish 

ose. ” 


Mitsos threw down his spade. 

**Oh, how hot it is!” he said. ‘* Uncle Nicholas will be 
roasted coming across the plain.” 

‘*He will want a bath,” said Constantine. ‘‘Do you 
remember his making a bath last year out of those spare 
planks? I sup it holds water still?” 

‘“‘I wish it didn’t hold so much,” said Mitsos. ‘‘It 
holds six cans.” 

Constantine laughed. 

‘And Mitsos’s back will ache?” 

‘LT hope not; but it is no joke carrying six cans of water 
from the fountain,” 

Constantine worked on for half an hour or go. 

‘There, that is finished,” he said at last: “You won't 
go fishing to-night, will you? The wind is too strong.” 

“It may go down at sunset,” said Mitsos; ‘‘ but there’s 
enough fish for to-night and to-morrow night if this hot 
weather doesn’t turn it. But I put it in the cellar in wa- 
ter, and I expect it will keep.” 

They walked back together; but as soon as ecw 4 got on 
to the road they saw that three mules were standing op- 
posite the house. Constantine quickened his pace. 

‘* Nicholas must have come,” he said. ‘‘I can’t think 
how he has got here so soon. Come, Mitsos.” 

The veranda was full of boxes and rugs, and the two 
went through into the house. A man was sitting on a 
low chair by the window, cleaning his nails with immense 
care. As they came in he got up. 

‘Well, Constantine,” he said, ‘‘how goes it? I have 
just come. And Mitsos? Mitsos, you have grown, Iwill 
give you a hundred piastres when you are as tall as “pm 
father. It’s the devil’s own day, Constantine, and i am 
full inside and out of this disgusting dust, May I have 
a bath at once? Mitsos, we made a bath together. The 
mulemen will help you to fill it.” He laid his hand on 
Mitsos’s shoulder. ‘‘ You look as fine as a mountain 
hawk,” he said. ‘‘Get me ty of water, and give me 
ten minutes to get clean, and you must come and talk to 
me while I dress.” 

Mitsos left the room, and Constantine turned to his 
brother-in-law. 

** Well?” he asked. 

‘*He is a fine boy,” said Nicholas. ‘I must see if he 
cau be trusted.” 

‘I would trust him with every penny I possess,” said 
his father, eagerly. 

‘*In the face of fear?” 

Constantine laughed. 

‘* He does not know what fear is.” 

‘*That is a pity,” said Nicholas, ‘‘ for the bravest men 
have to learn that. No one can be brave until he is des- 
perately afraid. However, we shall see.” 

Nicholas finished cleaning his nails, and put his knife 


_ into his pouch. He was dressed like Constantine, in Al- 


banian costume, with a red embroidered jacket, a very 
ample fustanella, and white leggings tied with tasselled 
ends. He was tall and spare; and his face seemed the face 
of a man of forty who had lived very hard, or of a man 
of fifty who had lived very carefully. In reality he was 
nearly sixty. He was clean-shaven and very pale in com- 
plexion, like a man who had never lived an out-door life; 
but you might have been led to distrust such a conclusion 
if you remarked the wonderful clearness and freshness of 
his skin. His eyes looked out deep from under a broad 
bar which crossed his forehead from temple to temple. 
They were large and dark gray in color, and gathered ad- 
ditional depth from his black eyebrows. His nose was 
extremely finely cut, tending to aquiline, with thin curved 
nostrils which seemed never still, and reminded one some- 
times of the movement of the nostrils of some well-bred 
dog searching out some faint trail of scent. His mouth 
was very ee «oy almost womanly in its delicate 
lines. His hair, still thick, and growing low on his fore- 
head, was just—but only just—touched with gray above 
the temples. ead was set very straight and upright 
on a rather long neck supported on two well - drilled 
shoulders. In height he could not have been less than six 
foot three, and his slightness of make made him appear 
almost gigantic. , 
‘I have travelled from Tripoli to-day,” he said, ‘and 
there is much to tell you. At last the Club of Patriots 
have put the Morea entirely into my hands. I have leave 
to use the funds as I think fit, and it is I who shall say the 
word for the vintage of the Turk to begin. Is there any 
one here that you can trust, or are they all mules and 
jackasses?” 
‘* Mostly mules,” said Constantine. 
i ‘The mule is a useful animal,” remarked Nicholas; 

but one does not choose him for the initiative. He fol- 
lows where he is led, but some one has to lead, By-the- 
way, is there not a priest here—Father Andréa, I think. 
I should like to see him. As far as I remember, he talked 
too much.” 

“He curses the Turk in the name of God three times a 
day,” said Constantine. 

“‘An innocuous proceeding, as far as the Turk is con- 
cerned, but not to be encouraged. He must learn to bless 
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them instead, or, best of all, to do nothing. Well; Mitsos, 
is the bath ready? You will excuse me, Constantine, but 
I am acutely uncomfortable when I am dirty. I am dirt; 
now. Come to my room in ten minutes, Mitsos, and tell 
me about yourself.” 

*** May 1?” said Mitsos. 

‘Surely. By-the-way,Constantine,I have brought you 
some wine, tsos better put it in the fountain; it 
must be tepid. Tepid wine saps a man’s self-respect; 
and if a man, or a boy either, doesn’t respect himself, Mit- 
808, — will ever respect him.” 

Mitsos followed him out of the room with his eye, and 
then turned to his father. ‘‘My hands are so dirty from 
that vine-digging,” he whispered; ‘‘do you think Uncle 
Nicholas saw?” ‘ 

‘*He sees everything,” said his father. ‘‘Go and wash 
before you go up to his room.” 


{ro Be ConTINUED.} 


WILLIAM EUSTIS RUSSELL. 
OBLIT 1896. 


From a poem read at the dinner of the Harvard Class of 1877, 
. tn Boston, June 29, 1897. 
Harp hit? Ah, yes! denial’s vain— 
Far from our thoughts and wishes too. 
Stripped of our best, we meet again 
To share a cup that’s tinged with rue. 
Dear man, how proud he made us all! 
Our honest statesman, patriot, mate, 
Whose very rivals lived to call 
His death a mischief to the State! 


“With shining eyes we watched his course 
Impetuous to an early goal; 
A man of an inspiring force, 
Whose pockets could not hold his soul! 
Who strove without surcease or fear, 
Nor from his task withdrew his hand,. 
Until the fame of his career 
Edged the far corners of the land. 


His head was clear, his heart was good, 

His speech was plain without pretence; 
Men trusted him as one who stood 

For honesty and common-sense. 
Ah! not unshared is our distress, - 

Nor here alone is missed his face; 
A million freemen, leaderless, 

Still wonder who shall take his place. 

E. 8. Martin. 


CURRENCY REFORM THE NEXT 
ISSUE. 


Coneress must soon determine what course it will 
pursue to solve the ae It has been pro- 
pose by the Indianapolis 
mission of outside experts to make a report on the sub- 
ject.- As the President would be obliged to place amongst 
their number some bimetallists, perhaps an outspoken sil- 
verite or two, this measure would probably engender a 
feeling of uneasiness, even if a majority of the commis- 
sion were in favor of the single gold standard. Their 
findings could not have much influence unless Congress 
‘were to agree in advance to abide by them, whatever they 
might be. Some fifteen years ago a commission tam 
to revise the tariff recommended, after a long and careful 
consideration, that rates should be horizontally reduced: 
One immediately decided to raise them! 

There is reason to believe that Mr. Gage, our Secretary 
of the Treasury, one of the best financiers of the country, 
has a plan, which the President will probably recommend 
to the favorable consideration of both Houses as soon as 
the tariff has been disposed of. 

When the Republicans found themselves in a majority 
in the Fifty-fourth Congress, the Committee on Ways and 
Means immediately began to frame the Dingley bill. After 
tedious debates, it not yet been d of, so that we 
can hardly expect other important measures to be taken 
up during the present session. But sound-money men of 
all parties who voted the Republican ticket have a right to 
expect that as soon as the question is brought before them 
both Houses will instruct their committees to be as dili- 
gent in the preparation of a bill for currency reform as 
they were in getting ready for the tariff. The Committee 
on king and Currency, of the House, and the Finance 
Committee of the Senate, or special committees to be ap- 
pointed, should make inquiries into the needs of the dif- 
ferent sections of our country, study the systems suc- 
cessfully applied by foreign nations, and recommend in 
December next to Congress what they consider the best 
measures. 

It has become painfully evident when questions of na- 
tional importance are under ee in conse- 

uence of our system of local representation, representa- 

ves of rural districts are apt to obey the mandates of 
their immediate constituents, even when they are at vari- 
ance with the best interests of our community as a whole. 
Daniel Webster said, in a speech on the Louisville Canal, 
in answer to the opposition, ‘‘ Whoever would do his duty, 
and his whole duty, in the councils of this government, 
must look upon the country in its whole length and 
breadth.” 


In England a Yorkshireman may become member of 
Parliament for the metropolis, and vice versa, in conse- 
quence of which each member considers himself a —-. 
sentative of his country rather than of his district. When 
measures involving special, technical knowledge become 
necessary a committee is appointed to take testimony of 
experts; on such testimony and upon personal investiga- 
tions were the reports based which made the economic 
law of Great Britain an example for the world. What is 
-useful there becomes necessary here, where the diversity 
of conditions of one section is seldom known and hardly 
ever appreciated by representatives of other sections. 
Few Eastern men have any conception of the difficulty a 
Colorado miner encounters when he must raise money on 
the most promising claim to make it productive; or a 


vention to appoint a com- - 
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fruit-grower, when he must pay for irrigation, without 
which his land in California would remain barren. 
On the other hand, men from the far West misjudge 


the caution and denounce the methods of Eastern money-. 


lenders; ignorant of the first principles of banking, they 
have yet to learn how their wants can best be met. 

Let Congress, before it adjourns, make liberal appro- 
priations for its committees to take testimony, on the spot, 
ofthe farmers in the West, the manufacturers and plant- 
ers of the South, the bankers and merchants in our money 
centres, and experts every where. 

Inquiries should not be confined to this country; men- 
of-war like the Minneapolis could find no better employ- 
ment than by a mission of peace in taking the committees 
where they may learn how London became what New 
York should be—a clearing-house for the exchanges of the 
world, Governors of the banks of England and France 
would vie with each other to give lessons in finance to 
our Senators from Utah and Montana. The most useful 
know could be obtained in Scotland, where notes 
redeemable in gold and secured by assets of the Bank of 
Issue have circulated more than a century, and where, 
since the establishment of this system, no serious panic 
has ever occurred.- When legislators from silver States 
learn how to provide their constituents with money which 
does not depreciate, they will cease to clamor for the coin- 
age of silver dollars which must depreciate. 

Statesmen who can successfully solve this problem will 
render this country a service of unmeasurable value, and 
become famous in the annals of our history. 

Louris WINDMOLLER. 


THE SOLDIER OF 1794. 


In a quaintly printed old book, issued from the of 
Anthony Haswell ‘in Vermont” in the year 1794, Baron 
von Steuben 
discipline of the troops of the United States.” The doughty 
old warrior had been Major-General and Inspector-General 
of the American army, and he was prepared, if any one 
was, to A the best thought of the times on the manner 
in w an amateur or a professional army should be 
conducted. é 

The civilian soldier, aswell as the man who makes war 
his business, and shoots Indians or anarchists with the 
same promptness and precision when occasion demands, 
may be interested in some of the odd things the book dis- 
closes. The sound of war is in every line. The volume 
was prepared when the scent of smoke was still in the 
nostrils of a victorious people, and all through the work 
the spirit of conflict is in full vigor. From first page to 
last t are queer forms of speech, and while many of 
the regulations do not differ much from those of the pres- 
ent day, there are some which are decidedly odd. Here is 
the tion of the soldier of 1794: 

‘*He is to stand straight and firm upon his lege. with 
his head turned so far to the right as to bring 
over the waistcoat button; the is two inches apart; 
the toes turned out; the belly drawn in a little, but with- 


out constraint; the breast proj 3 
square to the front and kept back; and the hands hanging 
down with ms close to the sd 

The was called, was twenty-four 


common er os 
inches in length, t seventy-five to the minute; the 
“ quickstep,” about the same length, and 120 to the min- 
le 


u . 3 

Some of the commands are interesting in this day of 
breech-loading and snqnes rifles. 

The first command in the manual exercise, as it was 
designated, was to ‘‘ poise firelock,” followed by cock fire- 
lock, take aim, and fire. For the last-named order the 
soldier was instructed to ‘‘ pull the trigger briskly,” and 
immediately after come to the priming position, which was 
by npr J the left heel even with the right toe, pointing 
to the right, the lock oes the right breast, the muzzle 
directly to the front as high as the hat, the left hand 

ust forward of the “‘ feather spring,” holding the piece 
rm and steady, at the same time seizing the cock with 
the forefinger and thumb of the right band, the back of 
the hand turned up. 

Command VI. was, ‘‘ Handle cartridge!”—in detail this: 

‘‘Bring your right hand short round to your pouch, 
“ae it hard; seize the cartridge and bring it with a 
quick motion to your mouth, bite the top off down to the 
powder, covering it instantly with your thumb, and bring 
the hand as low as the chin, with the elbow down.” 

‘*Shut pan!” was an order of importance—the closing of 
the receptacle for the powder which had been shaken into 
it as priming—and this is the way it ran: 

1. Shut your briskly, beieges down the elbow to 
= _ of the firelock, holding the cartridge fast in your 

nd. 

2. Turn the piece nimbly round before you, to the load- 
ing ition, with the lock to the front and the muzzle at 
the height of the chin, keeping the right hand up under 
the muzzle; both feet being kept fast in this motion. 

The provisions for the sani side of camp life were 
very complete and sensible. The utmost care was to be 
taken of refuse, the remains of food were to be immedi- 
ately buried, the carcasses of animals killed for food were 
to be taken at least a half a mile from camp and buried, 
and every attention to details of cleanliness: was incum- 
bent upon everybody. One of the provisions as to this 
branch of the service was as follows: 

“The soldiers should not be permitted to eat in their 
tents, except in bad weather; and an officer of the com- 

ny must often visit the messes, see that the provision 

s good and well cooked, that the men of one tent mess 
together, and that the provision is not sold or disposed of 
for liquor.” 

inepoetion was evidently one of the baron’s strong 
points, for he provided, among many other regulations, 
this: 


“The oftener the soldiers are under the inspection of 
their officers the better; for which reason every morning 
at troop-beating they must inspect into the dress of their 
men, see that their clothes are whole and put on properly, 
their hands and faces washed clean, their hair combed, 
their accoutrements properly fixed, and every article 
about them fixed in the greatest order. Those who are 
guilty of repeated neglects in these particulars are to be 
confined and punished. That the men may always ap- 

r clean on parade, and as a means of preserving their 
ealth, the non-commissioned officers are to see that they 


ve to the world his ideas on the “order and 


eye. 
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wash their hands and faces clean every day, and oftener 
when necessary. And if any river is nigh and the season 
favorable, the men should bathe themselves as frequent! 
as possible, the commanding officer cf each battalion send- 
ing them by small detachments successively under the 
care of a non-commissioned officer; but on no account 
must the men be permitted to bathe when just come off a 
march, at least until after they have reposed long enough 
to get cocl.” 

xhaustive instructions, and as specific as exhaustive, 
were given to officers on guard, among them: 

‘The officer of the guard must examine every relief 
before it is sent off, see that their arms are loaded and in 
order, and that the men are uainted with their duty; 
and if, by any accident, a man should get the least dis. 
guised with liquor, he must on no account be suffered to 
go on sentry.” ; 

Stoppage of pay for selling, losing, or damaging - ac- 
coutrements was among the pee of the times-of peace 
and war. The stoppages included the following: 

‘*For a firelock, fifteen dollars; a bayonet, two dollars; 
a ramrod, one dollar; a cartridge-box, one dolla?; a bayo- 
net-belt, one dollar; a scabbard, two-thirds of a dollar; a 
cartridge, one-sixth of a dollar; a flint, one-twentieth of a 
dollar; a gun-worm, one-fourth of a dollar; a screw-driver, 
one-twelfth of a dollar.” : 

‘There is nothing which gains an officer the love of 
his soldiers more than his care of them under the distress 
of sickness,” says the baron, in his twenty-third chapter, 


. on the treatment of the sick. He shows his practical ap- 


eS of such a condition as sickness by some sensi- 

le regulations as to the care and treatment of the hospital 

patients. Under the head of instructions to officers, he 

beg the captains of the present day some suggestions 
at are well worth digesting. 

‘‘A captain,” he says, ‘cannot be too careful of the 
company the state has committed to his He must 
pay the greatest attention to the health of his men, their 
discipline, their arms, their ammunition, accoutrements, 
clothes, and necessaries. His first object should be to 
gain the love of his men by treating them with every pos- 
sible kindness and humanity, inquiring into their com- 
aprwe and, where well founded, seeing them redressed. 

e should know sane ats of his company by name and 
character. He should often visit those who are sick, 
speak tenderly to them, see that the public provision, 
whether of medicine or diet, is duly administered, and 
procure them besides such comforts and conveniences as 
are in his power. The attachment which arises from this 
kind of attention to sick and wounded {s almost incon. 
ceivable; it will, moreover, be the means of preserving the 
lives of many valuable men.” 

However much the regular army regulations may differ 
from the regulations of this primitive book, they could 
not, in their inculcations, be more loyal to the soldier or 
the government. ‘ 

It is not stating it too strongly to say that few Ameri- 
cans ~ 5 Mhegpes 4 important part Steuben played in the 
war of the rebellion in putting the army on a military 
footing. He had long been poe to the ways of war. He 
was a member of a noble German family, with five cen- 
turies of nobility him. His grandfather was a 
noted theologian of h , his uncle an eminent mathe- 
matician, his father a 


ng milit —— for a half- 
century. Steuben himself had been 00 staff of Fred- 
erick the Great in the Seven Years’ War, and after it ended 
retired to what he expected would be Fe pate life. He 
took to ——s somewhat, and in 1777, while in Paris, 
met Benjamin klin, from whom he learned many 
things he had hitherto not known of the conilict in 
ss and became deeply interested in the cause of the 
colonists, 

When Steuben reached this country he found the army 
in a badly demoralized condition—or, to put it fairer, in 
an inchoate condition, for which no one was to blame. He 
set about the work of training the citizen soldiery, and he 
did it with a thoroughness which was only equalled in 
success by the remarkable rapidity with which the Amer- 
icans picked up the practical work of the drill. In 1859 
a history of Steuben’s remarkable life, written by Kapp,. 
appeared, and from it a few paragraphs will be found of 
interest in this connection. : 

“Seldom,” the writer says, ‘‘ was a work [the tactics 
above referred to] Se apa in such a manner. Every 
chapter was first roughly written in German, then trans- 
lated into bad French, then put in good French by Fleury, 
translated again into bad English by Duponceau (Steu- 
ben's secretary), afterward written in English by 
Captain Walker; and when all was completed Steuben did 
not understand a-word of it himself, from his ignorance of 
the English language. His confidence in his assistants, 
however, which was well merited, caused him to proceed 
successfully amid all these troubles.” 

Ss the same volume a member of the Continental army 
writes: : 


I have seen the baron and bis assistants seven long hours inspect- 
ing a brigade of three small regiments! Every man not prerent must 
be accounted for; if in camp, sick or well, they were produced or vie- 
ited ; every musket handled and searched, cartridge - boxes opened, 
even the flints and cartridges ted ; knapsacks unslung, and every 
article of clothing spread on the soldier's blanket and tested by his 
little book whether what he had received from the United States in 
the year before was there; if not, to be accounted for. Hospital stores, 
laboratories, every place and every thing was open to inepection, and 
what officer's mind was at ease if losses of expenditures could not, In 
the day of searching, be fully and fairly accounted for? The inspec- 
tions were every month, and wonderful was the effect, not only with 
regard to economy, but in creating a spirit of emulation between dif- 
ferent corps. 


Another writer of the day, Surgeon Thacher, described 
entertainingly Steuben’s inspection thus: 





The troops were paraded in a single line with shoulder arms, every 
officer in his particular station, The baron first reviewed the line in 
this position, passing in front with scrutinizing eye; after which he 
took into his hands the muskets and accontrements of every soldier, 
examining them with particular accuracy and precision, applanding or 
condemning according to the condition in which he found them. He 
required that the muskets should have the brightest polish—not a spot 
of rust or defect in any part could escape his vigilance. He inquired 
also into the conduct of the officers to the men, censuring every fault 
and applauding every meritorious action, Next he required of me, as 
surgeon, a list of the sick, with a particular statement of their accom- 
modations and mode of treatment, and even visiting some of the sick 
in their cabins, 


Fiske, in his American Revolution, speaking of Steuben 
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. glad that they had come. 
* in singing the 


ley Forge, throws a strong side light on the char- 
ped Tweutes, which adds interest. e says: 


Disregarding the English prejudice, which looked upon the drilling 
of soldiers vm tae fit only for sergeants, he took mueket in hand _— 
showed what was to be done, Alert and untiring, he worked 
morning to night in showing the men how to advance or change — 
without falling into disorder—how to perform, in short, all the rap 
and accurate movements for which the Prussian army had become 80 
famous. It was a revelation to the American troops. Generals, col- 
onels, and captains were fired by the contagion of his example and 
his tremendous enthusiasm, and for several months the camp was con- 
verted into a training-school, in which master and pupils worked with 
incessant and furious energy. Steuben was struck with the quickness 
with which the common soldiers learned their lessons. He had a 
harmlessly choleric temper, which was part of his overflowing vigor; 
and sometimes when drilling an awkward squad he would exhaust his 
stock of French and German oaths, and shout for his aide to come and 
curse the blockheada in English. “Viens, mon ami Walker,” he 
would say—‘ viens, mon bon ami. Sacré-blea! Gott ver tamn de 
gaucherie of dese badants! Je ne puis plus; I can curse dem no 
more!’ Yet in an incredibly short time, as he afterward wrote, these 
fellows had acquired a military air, had learned how to carry their 
arma,and knew how to form into column, deploy, and execute ma- 

h precision. 
BS ve W. 8. Harwoop. 


AN IRREPRESSIBLE CONFLICT. 
G@ MBtorp of one Fourth of July. 


BY BRANDER MATTHEWS. 


Tae summer sun had blazed down all day on the low 
wooden roof of the old shed lately used as an ice-cream 
saloon, and now comggy. Pea to accommodate a post of 
the Salvation Army. rds at the wide doorway pro- 
claimed that All were Welcome, and besought the stranger 
to Come in and be Saved. The tall tenements that lined 
the side streets east and west had — their hundreds 
of inhabitants out into the avenue that evening, and the 
sidewalks were thron with men and women languid 
from the heat of the day, and longing for the lazy breeze 
that sometimes creeps into the city with nightfall. But 
few of them cared to enter the stifling hall where the 
song service was about to begin, that night onpemely 
there wete many counter-attractions out-doors. Already 
were the rockets beginning to burst far above the square 
where the fireworks were to be displayed; and now and 
again a boy (who had more than boyish self-control) = 
duced a reserve pack of fire-crackers and dropped them 
into a barrel, and capered away with veg as the owner 
of the barrel was called to his door by the rattle of their 
explosion. 

pale and thin young woman, in the uniform of the 

Salvation Army, stood wearily in the entrance, proftoring 
the War Ory to all those who came near, She looked as 
though she had been pretty when she was a girl. Now 
she was obviously worn and woak, like one recovering 
from a long illness, High up over her head appeared a 
shower of colored stars shot forth from a bomb; and then 
she remembered how she had seen the fireworks on the 
last Fourth of July, only a year before, lying on her bed, 
which Jim had pulled to the window before he went 
down to conduct the meeting. She had lain there peace- 
fully with her two-weeks-old baby in her arms, and it 
had seemed to her as though the glowing wheels that re- 
volved in the air, and the curving lines of fire that rose 
and fell again, were but a prefiguration of a golden future 
where all would be splendor and glory. How that vision 
had faded into blackness in the months that followed! 
—when the baby sickened because they had not proper 
food for him, and when Jim broke down also; and she 
had had to get up, feeble as she was, and nurse them both 
until they died, one after another. When she let herself 

think of those days of despair she had always to make a 

resolute effort if she did not wish to give way and go into 

a fit of sobbing that left her exhausted for the next twen- 

ty-four hours. 

She mastered her rising emotion and turned for relief 
to the duty of the moment. For five minutes no one had 
bought a paper from her, and the time had come to go 
into the hall to take part in the service of song. 

She pushed inside the swinging-door and found that 
perhaps a score of visitors had — and that already 
half a dozen members of the Salvation Army had taken 
their seats at the edge of the low platform at the end of 
the shallow hall. Captain Quigley was standing there, 
with his oe | black hair carefully curled and his pointed 
beard carefully combed. He was waiting ready to begin, 
with his accordion in his hands. 

She wondered why it was that she was always sorry to 
have Captain Quigley lead the service. She would not 
deny that he led well, giving a swing to the tunes he 
played that carried all the ae on off their feet; he sang 
sweetly and he spoke feelingly. But she did not alto- 
gether like his manner, me was almost patronizing; 
and then he had a way of bringing her suddenly into his 
remarks and of calling her forward needlessly. Even 

after her two years’ service she shrank from personalities 
and from self-exhibition. Yet there was no doubt that 
he meant to be kind to her, and she knew that he had al- 
lowed her special lag more than once. With mo- 
therly kindness Adjutant Willetts had asked her only a 
week before if she really liked Captain Quigley, tellin 
her that if she did not like him, she ought to be carefu 
not to encourage him, and since that talk with the adju- 
tant her distaste for the captain had been intensified. 

It was as though Captain Quigley had been waiting for 
her to appear, for he began to speak as soon as lie saw her. 
In a high nasal voice, and with an occasional elided as- 
pirate, he welcomed those present, and told them he was 

e asked them all to take part 
rand old hymn, ‘‘There is a fountain 
filled with blood.” He set the tune with his accordion, 
and lined out the first stanza and led in the singing. Only 
three or four of the chance visitors joined in the song, the 
burden of which was borne by the members of the Salva- 
tion Army. ‘ 

Then the captain told his hearers that there was a new 
War Cry published that very morning, full of interestin 
things, and containing the words of the songs they woul 
all sing later, so he wanted everybody in the hall to buy 
one, that they could all follow the music. 

The thin young woman with the saddened face began 
to move down the aisles, offering her papers right and left. 

‘That's the way, Sister Miller,” called out the captain, 
as though to encourage her; but she winced as she heard 
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her name thus thrown to the public. ‘‘I want you all 
to buy Sister Miller’s papers, so that she can come up 
here and join us in the singing. You don’t kuow what a 
sweet voice Sister Miller has—but we know.’ 

He continued to talk thus familiarly as she made the 
circuit of the seats. When she had taken her place 
on the platform by the side of Adjutant Willetts, who 
smiled at her with maternal affection in her eye, then 
suddenly the captain changed his tone. “ Now we will ask 
the Lord to bless us—to bless us all, to bless this meeting. 
I don’t know why any of you have come here to-night, 
but I do know this: If you have come here for God's 
blessing, you will get it. If you have come here for some- 
thing a4 I don’t know whether ps will get it; but if you 
have come here for that, you will wage: § t it. God al- 
ways gives His eon to all who ask for it. Brother 
Higginson, will you lead us in prayer?” 

~ e men and women on wt 6 orm fell on their knees, 
and the most of those scattered about the hall bowed their 
heads reverently, while Brother Higginson prayed that 
the blessing of God might descend upon them that night. 
Sister Miller had heard Brother Higginson lead in prayer 
many times, and she knew almost to a word what he was 
likely to say, for the range of his appeal was limited; but 
she always thrilled a little at the simple fervor of the 
man. It annoyed her, as usual, to have the captain punc- 
tuate the appeal of Brother Higginson with an occasional 


*** Amen! Amen!” or ‘‘ Hallelujah!” 


After the prayer there was another gospel song, and 
then the kg laid aside his accordion and took up 8 
Bible. He read a passage from the Old Testament de- 
scribing the advance of the Children of Israel into the des- 
ert, guided by a pillar of cloud by day and a pillar of fire 
by night. He held the book in his hand while he ex- 
pounded his text. The Children of Israel had their loins 
girded to fight the good fight, he said. That is what ever 

ple has to do; the Israelites had to do it, the Englis 
had to do it, the Americans had to do it. They all knew 
what the Fourth of July stood for, and how well Ameri- 
cans fought then, more than a hundred years ago; and so 
saying he seized the flag which had been leaning against 
the wall behind him, by the side of the blood-red banner 


. of the Salvation Army. 


As he was waving the Stars and Stripes, Sister Miller 
felt her dislike accentuated, for she knew that the cap- 
tain was an Englishman who had been here but a few 
years, and it seemed to her mean of him to be taking sides 
against lis native land, She wondered if he was really 
ignorant enough to think that one of the great battles of 
the Revolution had been fought on the Fourth of July. 

Then her mind went back to her girlhood, and she re- 
called the last celebration of the Fourth that had taken 
place in the old school-house at home the summer before 
she graduated, She remembered how old Judge Standish 

the Declaration of Independence with a magnificent 
air of proprietorship, as though he had just dashed it off. 
Other incidents of that came back to her 
memory as she sat there in the thick air of the little hall, 
and she ceased to hear Captain Golghy ey. urgently 
on all those present to be Soldiers of a her ears 
there echoed, instead, the pleading words of young Dex- 
ter Standish, telling her that he was going to the Naval 
Academy, and that he wanted her to wait for him till he 
should come back. She had given her promise, and why 
had she not kept her word? hy had she been foolishly 


ealous when she heard that he was the best dancer in. 


is class at Annapolis, and that all the Baltimore girls 
were wild to dance with him. She had long ago discov- 
ered that her reason for breaking off the engagement was 
whiolly inadequate; and, in her folly, she had not foreseen 
that Dexter could not leave the Academy and come to her 
and explain. If only he had presented himself and told 
her he loved her she would have forgiven him, even if 
he had really deserved punishment. But he was a cadet, 


_ and he would not have a leave of absence for another 


ear. Before that year was out she had married James 

filler, a theological student, who soon threw up all his 

studies in his religious zeal to join the Salvation Army, as 
though craving martyrdom. Jim had loved her, and she 
had thought she loved him. It was with a swift pang of 
reproach that she found herself asking whether it was not 
better for Jim that he had died before he found out that 
his wife did not love him as he loved her. 

With the ingenuity that came of long experience, Cap- 
tain Quigley had ended his address with a quotation from 
“Onward, Christian Soldiers,” and Sister Miller was roused 
from her reverie to take part in the chorus. When they 
had sung three stanzas the captain stopped abruptly and 
turned to the gray-haired woman who sat beable ister 
Miller, and called on Adjutant Willetts to say a few 
words of loving greeting to the souls waiting to be saved. 

To Sister Miller it was a constant delight to be with the 
adjutant, to be comforted by her motherly smile, and to 
be sustained by her cheerful faith. There was a Quaker 
simplicity about Sister Willetts and a Quaker strength of 
character that the wan and worn Sister Miller had found 

she could always reply upon. And another characteristic 
of the elder woman’s endeared her also to the younger: 
her religious fervor was as fresh as it was sincere, and she 
gave her ays night after night with the same force 
and the same feeling that she h iven it the first time. 
Too many of the others had reduced what they had to say 
to a mere formula, modified but little, and delivered at 
last in almost mechanical fashion. But Sister Willetts 
stood forward on the platform and bore witness to her 
possession of the peace of God which passeth all under- 
standing; and she did this most modestly, with neither 
shyness nor timidity, merely as though she were doing 
her duty gladly in declaring what God had done for her. 

When the adjutant had made an end of speaking, and 
had taken her seat by the side of the pale young woman, 
who smiled back at her again, Captain Quigley grasped 
his accordion once more. 

‘* Now you shall have a solo,” he said. ‘Sister Miller 
will sing that splendid old hymn, ‘ Rock of Ages.’ Come, 
Sister Miller.” 

Her voice had no great power, but it sufficed for that 
little hall. She did uot like to stand forward conspicu- 
ously, but the singing itself she always enjoyed. Some- 
times she was almost able to forget herself as she poured 
out her soul in song. 

On that Fourth of July evening she had not more than 
begun when she became conscious that somebody was 
staring at her with an aegis: quite different from the 
ordinary gaze of curiosity to which she was accustomed. 
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She obeyed the impulse, and looked down into the eyes 
of Dexter Standish, fixed upon her as though he had come 
to claim possession of her at once. 

So unexpected was this vision, and so enfeebled was 
her self-control, that her voice faltered, and she almost 
broke off in the middle of a line. .But she stiffened her- 
self, and though she felt the blood dyeing her face, she 
sang on sturdily. Her first thought was to ran away—to 
run away at once and hide herself, somewhere, anywhere, 
if only she were out of his sight. He had not seen her 
for six years and more, and in those weary years she had 
lost her youth and her looks. She knew that she was no 
longer the pretty girl he had loved, and she shrank from 
his scrutiny of her faded features and of her slirunken 
figure. 

She could not run away and she could not hide; she had 
to stand there and let him gaze at her and discover how 
old she looked and how worn. ‘She met his eyes again— 
he never took them from her—and it seemed to her that 
they were full of pity. She resented this. What right 
had he to compassionate her? She drew her thin frame 
up and sang the louder in mere bravado. Yet she was 

ad when she came to the end, and was able to sink back 
ae the seat by the side of Sister Willetts. 

The captain spoke up at once, and said that the time 
had come to take up a collection. Let every man give a 
little, in proportion to his sree more and no less. 
Would Slester Willetts and Sister Miller go about among 
the people to collect the offerings? 

As she picked up her tambourine she turned impulsive- 
ly to the elder woman. 3 

‘*Let me go to those near the platform, =. ’ she 
begged. ‘‘ Won't you take the outside rows?” 

e adjutant looked down on her a little surprised, but 
agreed at once. 

The younger woman went only a few steps down the 
aisles, keeping as far away from him as le. When- 
ever she glanced towards him she found his eyes fixed 
upon her, following her everywhere; and now it was not 

hy she thought nb saw in his look, but love—the same 

ove she had seen in those eyes the last time they two had 
stood face to face. : 

When the tambourines had been extended towards every- 
body in the hall, the two women went back to the plat- 
form, and the adjutant counted up the money—coppers 
and nickels, most of it, and not two dollars in all. 

The captain kept on steadfastly. He gave out another 
hymn, When that had been sung, he turned toa y 
man who had come in late and who was sitting on the 
platform behind Brother Higgineoe. 

‘Brother Jackman,” he asked, with unction, ‘how is 
your soul to-night? "t you tell us about it?” 

While the portly man, standing uneasily with his hands 
on the chair before him, was briskly setting forth the cir- 
gumatanses ¢ a assured salvation, Sister Miller was si- 

nt on the platform. 

She could not help seeing Dexter Standish, who was 
straight in front of her. She noted how erect he was, and 
how resolutely his shoulders were squared, She saw that 
he was older, too; and she observed that his face had a 
gaan look, wanting there the last time she had seen 
him. 

He had always been a fine-looking fellow, and the train- 
ing at Annapolis had done him . He was no mere 

outh now, but a man, bronzed and bearded, and bearing 

1imself like one who knew what he wanted and meant to 
et it. She realized that the woman he chose to guard 
rom the world would be well shielded. A weary woman 
might find rest under the shelter of his stalwart protec- 
tion. Involuntarily she contrasted the man she had 
promised to marry with the man she had married—the 
manly strength of the one with the gentle weakness of 
the other. Then she blushed again, for this seemed to her 
disloyalty to the dead. Jim had been very good to her 
always; he was the father of her child; he never did any 
wrong. But the thought returned again—perhaps if he 
had had more force of character, the child need not have 

died as it did. 

Brother Jackman was ratiling along glibly, but Sister 
Miller did not heed him. She did not hear him even. 
She did not hear anything distinctly during the rest of 
the service. She rose to her feet with the rest of them, 
and she sat down again automatically, and she knelt like 
one in a trance. hen the meeting was over and the 

ople began to disperse, she saw that he did not move. 

e stood there silently, waiting for ‘her to come to him, 
ready to bear her away. Without a word Sister Miller 
knew what it was her old lover wanted: he wanted to 
pick up their love-story where it had been broken off four 
years before, 

When the hall was nearly empty he started towards her. 

She turned to the grny-halved woman by her side. 

“Tell me what to do,” she cried, “ He is coming to 
take me away with him.” 

Sister Willetts saw the young man advancing slowly, 
as those last to go made a path for him. 

‘Ts he in love with you, too?” she asked. 

“Yes,” the younger woman answered. 

** And do you love him?” 

** Yes—at least, I think so. Oh, yes!” 

‘* And is he a good man?” was the last question. 

‘* Yes, indeed,” came the prompt reply; ‘‘ the best man 
I ever knew!” 


The sturdy figure was drawing nearer, and the elder 
woman rose. 

“If you love him better than you love your work with 
us, go to him, in God's name,” said. ‘* We seek no 
unwilling workers here. If you cannot give yourself to 
the service joyfully, putting all else behind you, go in 
peace—and may the blessing of God be with you!” 

She bent forward and kissed the younger woman, and 
left her as Dexter Standish came before her. 

‘* Margaret,” he said, firmly, ‘‘I have come for you,” 

Without a word she stepped down from the platform 
and went with him. 


When they came to the door a hansom ha 
pass, and he called it. ieee 
‘Where are you taking me?” she asked, glad to be 
under the shelter of his devotion, and ready to relinquish 
all right to decide upon her future for herself. 
‘Fo my mother,” he answered, as he lifted her into the 
vehicle. ‘‘She’s atahotelhere. She'll be glad to see you.” 
‘* Will she?” the girl asked, doubtfully. 


‘* Yes,” was the authoritative answer; ‘she knows that 
I have always loved you.” 

















JuLy 8, 1897. 


THE HISTORY OF STARVATION IN 
CUBA. 


THE nearest approach to starvation in Cuba has oc- 
curred in the province of Pinar del Rio, and the period 
was inau: a long time p dllag 5 before Captain- 
General Weyler published his decree of concentration, of 
which we have heard so much. With an idea of dispel- 
ling some of the many illusions ee the Gaben 
imbroglio, which have already begun to work the Cuban 
cause much harm, as well as a desire to see fair play, 
(ome tale ee eee of starva 


n TO 
best fi ting element of the nt forces, marched 
into jae most province of Pin 

remained behind to put an effective stop to sugar-makin 
by burning the cane and hry ap machinery and build- 
ings. Maceo’s invasion was to be one of subjugation; but 
the Spaniard’s faith in the people of Pinar del Rio had 
left that province without troops, and Maceo’s march be- 
came a procession of triumph to the extremity of the 


demonstrations that no attempt was made to carry out 
the policy of destruction which the insurgent leaders had 


disappeared, No sooner had this happened than the 
peaceable non-combatant people of this province o 
diers, and declared 

and his followers to be but a band of indolent blacks and 


discontented whites, whose eg was self-gain. 
ree afterwards, General published an official — 
bulletin declaring the provinces of Havana and Pinar del 


Rio freed from ins ts. Immediately Maceo returned 
sacked and burned port of Batabano, to the south of 
Ifavana, and began his second invasion of Pinar del Rio. 
This time his march was one of fire and sword. It is said 
that one of his chiéfs, Brigadier-General Bermudez, hanged 
twenty pacificos to one tree; and within six weeks Maceo 
himself boasted of having entered or destroyed nearly 
every town, city, or von in the province. 

I visited this region of destruction and devastation at 
the time, gogo my investigations there for one 
month, and paid t penalty by two weeks’ imprison- 
ment in Morro Castle. The Spaniards then held but four 
or five places in the whole province, and these were de- 
fended by trenches and of railroad iron. The 
rest of the once populous and flourishing cities, towns, 
and villages were 6o many heaps of escombro, The Span- 
ish authorities were struggling hard to maintain the rail- 
road, which was almost ey ae torn up and the 
trains fired upon between Artemisa and the city of Pinar 
del Rio, They eventually got a train through to the de- 
molished city of Palacios, which they took possession of 
by building a fort in the centre of its ruins. The entire 
country was in the hands of the insurgents, the various 
bands riding over it at will, putting in force their war 
measure of concentration. As I wrote at the time, the 
rebel cry was: ‘‘The country must remain clean! To the 
eye or to the mountains! ‘You must be for Cuba or 
for n!” 

Weyler heeded not the cry of the pacificos, but put his 
trust in the T leaving the rebels almost undisturbed 
in their policy of drivin non-sympathizers to the Span- 
ish lines. By tho of May the larger portion of the 
country was de lated. Santa Cruz de los Pinos, a 
handsome village of lime and stone, was wens Aarts hg 
and left with only one inhabitant, an infirm old man liv- 
ing under a tree. He in turn was taken prisoner by the 
Spaniards, and his ultimate fate I never learned. Of 
the six thousand inhabitants belonging to this juriadic- 
tion alone, only those few were left who had courage to 
declare in favor of free Cuba, and these lived near the 
mountains, where the insurgents had their headquarters. 
The rainy season had already commenced when Gonzales 
Munoz, with four thousand Spanish infantrymen, set out 
from Artemisa to look for the Fp ye ut they had 
done their work, and what was left in the country was 
theirs, 

As I have said, it was a war measure to drive all the 
people who did not-choose to side with the insurrection to 
the Spanish towns, there to become a charge of the Span- 
ish authorities; and although it was the Lyng of the in- 
surgents throughout the island, nowhere did it work such 
immediate misery as in Pinar del Rio, for the simple rea- 
son that in the other provinces the country people secret- 
ly declared themselves for the insurrection. 

When I first arrived in Artemisa the country people 
were flocking into town, and my own room in the onl 
hotel there was filled with them. They told me that their 
houses had been burned, their ienees taken posses- 
sion of by the rebels, and themselves driven away. Daily 
news came in of this one or that one rages strung up toa 
tree, and no one dared leave the city without an armed 
force to protect him. 

At San Cristobal I was unable to procure decent lodg- 
ings, and was only saved from having to swing my ham- 
mock over the crowded forms of humanity in a China- 
man’s restaurant by the kindness of the apothecary, who 
took me to his house. The concentration of pacificos in this 
town was ao great that I found them liv ng under trees 
in the plaza and building thatched shelters in the streets. 
Families had taken Senay of the railroad station, and 
there was scarcely a house which had not opened its doors 
to shelter some one. One man, if I remember correctly, 


struct spoke wabie the lines it was neces- 
sary for the s to go out attended by the local 
guerilla; and I remember watching the funeral of a little 
child. The coffin was carried by a boy sitting astride a 
horse; and although the cemetery was only a short dis- 
tance from the trenches, the procession left and returned 
attended by an armed escort. The horrors of this period 
have never been written, and in all “saageree 4 they never 
will be known, with all their shocking details, except as 
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they may be vaguely handed down by oral tradition to 
those who may come in afenyenn. 

In a railway journey to Palacios I found these people 
piling up their household effects merges the railroad 
tracks wherever the Spaniards had built one of their little 
square forts to protect a bridge or a station, and on my 
return the train was so crowded with these ficos that 
there was not room for them all, and entire families were 
left sitting under the trees, 

In view of the threatened misery, while I was at San 
Cristobal a commission was sent to Havana to solicit 
from General Weyler some government aid for the desti- 
tute people who had been thus driven in from their coun- 
try homes; but Weyler turned a deaf ear to their suppli- 


cations. At that time his only answer was, ‘‘ Nothing; 


the people must bow their heads!” 
Although the insurgents have recently declared their 
licy to be a sort of waiting e, their real policy has 
m one of starvation ever since the invasion. mez 
came with his escort from Camaguey, and while Maceo did 
all the oes mp that was done, he weneust show the 
country, warring upon the peaceful non-com ts,and by 
his methods, quite as barbarous as those of Weyler, struc 
terror into the souls of those who had not already, owing 
to their hatred for Spain, declared their willingness to cast 
their Jot with the insurgent cause. 

Even those who had already helped the insurgents 
often fell into bad one with the whimsical old man, espe- 
cially the wealthy farmers, and if they were caught on: a 
to save any of their effects they were strung up to the 
nearest guasima. I knew a wealthy farmer in Sancti- 
Spiritus upon whom Gomez stumbled on his way west; 
and although the man’s father had been imprisoned, sen- 
tenced to death, and finally exiled for aiding the last in- 
surrection, and he himself had contributed ly to the 
support of the present one, Gomez, without investigation, 
cursed him roundly, and then, learning who the man 
vem opened, his mouth in surprise and allowed him to 


.oe 
hile Antonio Maceo was in Pinar del Rio energetical- 
ly enforcing the insurgent war measure of concentration, 
ee ce ba piers J about ae 
rovinces, doing noth n particular, except hangin 
Gubeen _Ido ob mean to cay tak many of these anfoet 
deserve hanging, but 1 do know that some were executed 
p tig arab ers who were guilty of no other offence 
than that of exciting the chief's displeasure. 

I was in Villa Clara when Gomez was encamped in the 
vicinity, and it was a puzzle to me to know exactly what 
his purpose was or what he was doing. One night a band 
of insu ts came into the city, made their be A to the 


central plaza, and there challenged the Spanish soldiers to 


come out and fight them in the open," al machete,” The 
had absolute possession of the town, and could have hel 
it or destroyed it if How | had wanted to; but after losing 
their reckless young leader and setting fire toa Chinaman’s 
store, they rode away. The week or two following this 
event it was momentarily expected that Gomez would at- 
tack the city; even the insurgents expected it; and the 
Spanish authorities worked night and day building barri- 
cades and even fortifying the roof of the handsome new 
theatre. But, after circling around the city for two or 
three weeks, the commander-in-chief rode away without 
molesting it, seeking other camping- grounds, This is 
what Gomez calls his waiting policy. 

One of Gomez’s habits was to issue many orders which 
he had not the power to enforce. The Cubans are an obe- 
dient people, and the followers of the insurrection, in their 
efforts to carry out these orders, committed many acts 
of barbarity and injustice which would not have been 
tolerated by any other race of people than the Cubans, 
Maceo was supreme in Pinar de) Rio, and though labor- 
ing under the Senvennes of having a people to contend 
with who were not wholly in wie so with the rebel 
cause, he effectively enforced his policy of concentration. 
On the other hand, the pacificos in the central provinces 
almost to a man favored the cause of their countrymen; 
and yet, not realizing the necessity of the blockade which 
Gomez-attempted to establish by a simple decree probibit- 
ing all traffic with the cities and towns in possession of 
the Spaniards, they carried on their trade in spite of the 
ppt oA occasionally one of their number was hanged to 
a : 

Then, again, Gomez prohibited the running of raiiroad 
trains, although he was powerless to stop them. Down 
somewhere in Havana province he captured the English 
constructing engineer of the: Western lroad, and made 
him his bitter enemy by telling him that if he attempted 
to run another train he would hang him the same as any 
Cuban. The uence was the Englishman—English- 
man-like—worked.all the harder to keep his line open, and 
Gomez displayed so little power to prevent the trains run- 
ning that the risks were reduced to a minimum, and in 
spite of an occasional attack on a train and the explosion 
of a bomb, the hanging of an ber sai or fireman, the 
trains continued torun. -8o his policy of starving out the 
Spaniards, a legitimate war measure if properly enforced, 
was but a miserable failure when confined to the hanging 
of a few countrymen who sought to secure clothing for 
their families by selling their milk and pigs in the towns 
held by their enemies. 

Now we come-to the operations of the Spanish troo 
under Weyler, whjch were confined to the chasing of the 
various rebel bands about the country when they were not 
in too large a force to make a stand, and the massacring 
of these very pacificos or non-combatants of which we 
have heard so much, The insurgents who have made 
so bold a strike for the liberty of their island home are 
entitled to our ere Not so the Spaniards under 
Weyler. But what shall we say of these peaceful, liber- 
ty -loving non-combatants, who have seen their homes 
p Atesines 5 their fathers and brothers butchered in cold 
blood, and have now concentrated under the Spanish flag 
to suffer want and starvation. Have they ever taken up 
a cudgel to protect their homes and lives? 

The Poles went forth to battle against the forces of 
Russia, in defence of their country, armed with scythes 
and pikestaffs, and they were annihilated. If the Cubans 
had followed their example, to-day their island would be 
free and independent of i feeble force and misrule dis- 

‘ played by their European foe. 
F a tor the Birmatie.rmetn policy, of which we have 
heard so much of iate, it was not originally conceived 
by Captain- General Weyler at all, but was first put in 
force, with all its attending evils and sufferings, by An- 
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tonio Maceo in Pinar del Rio. The concentration was 
effected in the: other provinces principally by the Spanish 
— who, discovering that the peasant class was, as a 
whole, in league with the insurgents, a method 
of extermination by wholesale, cold - blooded butchery. 
It was the tales of these atrocities that aroused our press 
and people a year ago; and when Weyler took the field 
at the end of the last rainy season whole sections of the 
pao were depopulated, so that one who is acquainted 
with the circumstances may wonder now from whence 
have suddenly come all the concentrados which the so- 
called “ Weyler policy ” has forced into the towns or sta- 
tions allotted to them. 

The fact is that Weyler’s much-talked-of decree of Octo- 
ber 21, 1896,is not one of concentration at all; for the 
few people loyal to Spain, and the far greater number of 
those too wy 9 3 to help the insurgents, had already 
concentrated, and his proclamation was directed to the 
“ inhabitants of the country districts ””—"' outside the lines 
of fortifications "—who were known to be, although non- 
combatants, aiding the gee! and even holding office 
under their government. eyler, by his proclamation, 
gave them eight days in which to surrender, and then 
went forth himself to put into execution the same polic 
of starvation that had been inaugurated by the re 
some nine months previously. Having been among these 
poor at the time, and with them chased around in the 

ushes by Weyler’s soldiers, I know of what I write; and 
for one whole week some of us camped upon a hill over- 
looking one of Weyler’s stations of concentration, and 
we depended — that station to obtain our only food- 
supplies, and when we did not go down to forage fairly 
under the guns of the sentries in the Spanish fort the 
concentrados brought us meat and vegetables, and I even 

rocured from the town soap, sardines, and sugar candy. 

one of these non-combatants with whom 1 was thus 
bushwacking—for I can call it nothing else—thought of 
surrendering to the Spanish, still we all knew what to ex- 
pect if caught by the Spanish soldiers, 

Since leaving Cuba 1 have received a letter from this 
very town, in which I am told that Weyler’s soldiers have 
succeeded in capturing a young girl who does not know 
even her own name or age, and that the destitution in that 
particular locality is something terrible, The writer of 
the letter is a poor man himself, and while 1 was with 
him in Cuba I gave him five dollars. The first thing he 
did with his five dollars was to pay seventy-five cents for 
a bottle of ginger po . 

Every one r ning in the country at that time knew 
that he was a rebel, and he knew what to expect. Some 
of them, when sorely pressed, sent their wives and chil- 
dren to town, a few came in themselves, and many, espe- 
cially down in Pinar del Rio, were captured, What was 
the actual fate of these last in every case I do not know. 
I do know that the suffering in Pinar del Rio was some- 


. thing terrible, and the Spaniards themselves reported 


such scenes as ‘‘a cart-load of children being sold at .auc- 
tion,” “ children being found abandoned by the reaG-side,” 
ete.; but it was not Weyler who put into force the policy 
of concentration, although he decreed it in the eastern 

a upon his arrival in Cuba, a fact which has been 
ost sight of. 


Having been EM i a myself among the Spaniards, I 
can speak authoritatively upon that subject. The Span- 
ish soldier’s tendency is to kill his prisoner. War with him 
is the profession of killing, and he.does not comprehend 
the idea of acquiring by legitimate conquest. He meets 
his enemy to kill him; but he is of such a guileless nature 
that, after taking a prisoner, if he does not kill him within 
the first few hours after capture he is apt to discover, as 
it were, the fact that his prisoner is a human being like 
himself, and the next thing he does is to divide his break- 
fast or dinner with him. 

I have never seen any of the concentrados in Cuba ac- 
wae starving; their land is too rich for that; and the 
Spanish authorities not only give them permission to go 
outside the lines to forage in the insurgent country, but 
furnish them with a escorts when it is thought they 
can procure enough cattle to warrant the trouble, one. 
half of which they are allowed for their own disposition. 

There is one thing sure, and that is, these non-comba- 
tants who have sought safety by seeking the protection of 
the Spanish lines of fortification receive no sympathy 
from the insurgents in the field, the majority of them be- 
ing considered as renegades or tados, and 1 know 
from personal experience that the zones allotied to them 
for cultivation not only ~_ to be enough to supply 
them with subsistence, but iu many cases do supply the 
insurgents in the field as well, and instead of finding them 
in leaky huts praying for assistance, I have found them, 
even in Pinar del Rio, concentrated in a club-room, pass- 
ing their time at the gaming-table, while in the east 
they amused themselves at their national sport of cock- 


. fighting. _ THomas Roprnson Daw .ey, Jr. 


VICTORIA. 


QuEEN of that ancient realm which Arthur’s Knights 
Redeemed from out the clutch of heathen hordes, 

Queen of a land whose sea-girt vales aud heights 
Have long been held secure by loyul swords; 

And not alone by these, but by strong hearts, 
And hands that clasp in matchless fealty— 

How to the,cheek 'the red blood pulsing starts, 
Victoria, Lady, at the name of thee! 


a. ray oe arces Oe wave 
peats the greetings that thy people speak, 
So much to us thy own loved Albion gave, 

So much from thine we evermore must seek. 
bar, poets ours, and ours thy record long: 

f glory and renown, since kindred blood, 

Thicker than water, binds us, thrills in song, 

And bids us shout, Victoria the Good! 


Sweet were the roses of that far-off June 
When on thy girlish brow the coronet 
Plantagenet and Tudor wore, to tune 
Of jubilant bells and equa ny cheers, was set. 
Through sixty years have roses bloomed and died, 
And thou hast borne thyself serene and pure, 
So, through all time, whatever may betide, 
Unchanged and lofty, shall thy fame endure. 
ManGaret E. Sanaster. 
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A CONCENTRADO’S HOUSE AND FAMILY. A CONCENTRADO’S HOUSE, ' ea i 
A Recent View taken near the Sancti Spiritus Railway. Showing how they were living inside the Spanieh Lines over a Year ago. 


A CONCENTRADO'S DWELLING IN SAN CRISTOBAL ‘ "=". PAMILY ‘OF CONCENTRADOS OF SANTA CLARA. 
Built while Antonjo Maceo. was holding the Country of Pinar del Rio, Father, Mother, Children, and Grandchildren. 














— 


A FAMILY RESIDENCE IN THE PLAZA OF SAN CRISTOBAL. 


Photographed at the Time of the Enforcement of the Rebel Proclamation to concentrate all Cubans who would not Aid the Insurgent Government. 


ee: mca CUBAN INSURRECTION—WHO BEGAN THE CONCENTRATION POLICY? 
HOTOGRAPHS BY THOMAS Ropinson Daw ey, Jz., oun SPECIAL CoRRESPONDENT.—[Szx Pages 663.) 
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deck: vealing double 
ready to let fiy. . Lights’ blazed. on the spar- 
ships Jooked: like a-scenic presentation of mimic war. 
Captain Pearson. of the. Sorapis, as the Poor Richard 
neared the still silent , roared out, 


ones, - ~~ + 
* What ship fs-that? . Answer at once, or I'll fire into 


-Jones’s roponee was a broadside, hardly launched when 
amed in answering wrath. 

From the first moment everything went saat Jones. 
Tn the: nageerps oemarengate two of the three eighteen-pound- 


P 
—exploded, causing dreadful havoc vps the crew. 


neeuvres only comprehensible to a mariner, but consisting 
g of the bow of each other by the 


Poor by the Serapis, which as yet 
hed. sustained no damage .. Finally, after a long 
play for the advantage, ship almost touching ship, Jone 




















































ait for the white flag or the trumpet of submission. 
bles Has your ship struck her colors?” he yelled, imperi- 


usly. 

“T haven't begun to fight yet,” Jones retorted, with his 
decks running gore, half bis guns dismounted, his crew 
worn with the labor of manwuvring the Richard's un- 
wieldy bulk. 

But the answer was literally true, the Briton found to 
his stupefaction. Jones had not begun to fight as only 
he understood fighting. By dint of superhuman crafts- 
manship and the nameless genius that men are boru to, 
Jones, as by miracle, swung his unwieldy ship from the 
position she held, seeking to get within boarding distance at 
a more favorable quarter of the Serapie. In all this thrill- 
ing detail the Englishman had every advantage—his guns 
were new and fireable; his ship moved to the lightest puff 
of wind; his masts and a peace were new and solid, 


Serapis could be put just where her commander wanted 
her. aie oe Ue co saad bameeit take the eicheade 


oO 


~F Ba re riddl CAS Cates, oe ‘pepentl 
been made in the upper deck by the explosion, at the be- . 
ginning of the engagement, of the eighteen-pounder bat- 


tery. 

Tis was an almost insurmountable hinderance to 
the combat on deck, and would have been accepted by 
any other commander as fication—even compulsion— 
to surrender. But, to add to the horror of the situation, 
the miscreant Landais, in the heat and fury of the action, 
placed the Alliance to landward of the Richard—that is, 
with the Richard between the Alliance and the Serapis, 
and began a vehement broadside, raking his commander 
at every shot. For half an hour this unspeakable 

treachery was kept up, the Alidance, ranging along to the 

fore and stern of her consort, delivering me volleys, 
which killed and wounded almost as many of Jones's 
men as the British fire. Meanwhile not a gun of the 

Serapis was unused. Nineteen, all on the side next the 

Richard, were incessantly plying shot into ber rotten. sides, 

On the Richard there were but three nineteen- rs to 

make reply—one of these shifted from the off side where 

there was noenemy. Jones himself shotted and fired these 
guns, dealing wholesale destruction upon the Briton. On 
the lower decks, however, the British were carrying every- 
por, Bey na them, except in cowing the courage of Jones 
and his diminished crew. In the spars, and far above 
the bloody broadsides, another combat was waging, where 
the Americans had the best of the action from first to last. 
By hand-grenades, pistols, and muskets the English officers 
were popped off as fast as they took their places. A dozen 
times the hand-grenades, launched from high up in the 
masts, set the Serapie on fire, giving a moment's surcease 
to the tragically worn faces on deck and between-decks. 
But it was clear that the Richard could stand no more. 
In fect,.for nearly a half-hour the Briton must have won 
had he boidly boarded lier from the lower decks, where 
Jones had not a man to repel him, all having been driven 
to the main-deck. : 

By this time it was nearly ten o’clock. The British 
were preparing to board, when a grenade flung from 
above siruck an accumulation of powder. A tremen- 
dous explosion followed; twenty or more were killed. 
Jones was forming his decimated desperadoes for a su- 
preme onslaught on the Serapis, when, in wild terror, the 
carpenter and gunner, both badly wounded, rushed to 
Jones, declaring the ship sinking. This in hearing of the 
band preparing to storm the enemy's ship was not a cheer- 
ing revelation. Without waiting for the commander’s or- 
ders, the carpenter ran to the flag to haul it down; but 
— the flag-staff away, he began to howl for rescue, 

outing: 

“* Quarter! For God’s sake, quarter! Our ship is sink- 
ing!” 

Jones, in fury, having emptied bis pistol on the enemy, 
flung it at the coward. It struck him on the head, and he 
rolled down the hatchway, helpless to do more mischief 
for the moment. : . 

The British captain heard the carpenter's cry, and 
shouted to Jones, ‘Do you ask quarter?” 

“* Never,” retorted John Paul, grimly ; and-he did not. 

Then the Briton ranged his boarders—the last desperate 
charge, counted upon for victory. John Paul stood at 
the rails as the confident British plunged at the Richard's 
decks-with wild hurrahs. A a distorted mass of 
half-bared, smoke-blacked, and powder-stained spectres 
wrestled and struck at one another fora briefspace. The 
British broke; a group of Jones’s over-eager men-clutched: 
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| Oupian Pearson, the lieutenant ofthe 


the enemy struck, sir?” he asked his com- 
sir; on the contrary,” the Yankee lieutenant made 


captain has struck to us.” 
ache Briton, ignoring the answer, repeated the ques- 
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Miss Shaw’s telegrams admittedly referred 
to the Colonial Office, and have not yet been 
destroyed by the tele company. Yet 
no production of her was enfi 

or even asked for. 
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Camden were successful. : 
in the inet cae fell to Tee 
with a record cf 189 points. 
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A Novel, . Post 8vo, Cloth, Or- 
‘namental, $1 25. 


A real novel, with depth as well as 
_ sparkle, and no small degree of literary 
merit.—Chicage Tribune. 

A strong, interesting story of English 
life to-day, with plenty of humor but 
much underlying seriousness and sug- 
‘ gestion.— Hartford Courant. 


THE JUDGMENT BOOKS 


‘Illustrated. Square 32mo, Cloth, 
$1 00. 


Mr. Benson. tells his story with con- 
siderable fervor; employing an easy con- 
versational manner. It is stronger than 
“ Dodo” in every *way.—Boston Herald. 


» An odd, suggestive story. . .. The tale 
is wel; told, the ccSceit a striking one.— 
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in the issue dated July 15 the publication of a short 
serial story entitled 














SF. oye 
CAPTAIN CHARLES KING, U.S.A. 


is i irri militi : i tai iots, in which the lad who is already familiar to our 
s. } This is a stirring tale of the young militiaman’s adventures during the railroad riots, in w out 
ales as Capea Fred” wins his shoulder-straps in reward for his bravery. It is one of the best stories that Capt. King has written, 






Following closely upon Capt. Charles 
King’s stirring tale will appear another 
short serial story of adventure entitied, 


THE. 
WASHINGTON 


Coincident with ‘“‘ Corporal Fred’s Com- 
mission” will. appear weekly instalments 
of the twenty-part serial story entitled, 


_ THE 














BY 


MOLLY ELLIOT 
SEAWELL 





















This interesting story began in the issue 
of June 15, and will run until the close of 
the volume, telling the tale of the famous 
siege of Gibraltar, in which an American 
boy, a midshipman of the United States 
Navy, is captured by the British, and as a 
result takes a prominent and a daring 
part in the bitter war against the Spanish. 
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Diustration trom “Corporal Fred’s Coaznission.” 


INTERSCHOLASTIC} AMATEUR 
|. SPORT | PHOTOGRAPRY | 





_ DEPARTMENTS IN HARPER’S ROUND TABLE 








ney t 


This department of HARPER’S Roun | The department of Amateur Photog- 
TABLE has attained a wide popularity ¢ raphy entitled “ The Camera Club,” a? is 
} — its way Meanieth-helet the only § name that has become familiar to almost 

epartment of the kind appearing regu- ¥ all young photographers in the country, @ It 
larly tn ane juvenile publication in the } is devoted to helping all those “who | 
world. Its chief aim is to foster a clean, ¢ love the art of photography, and'it offers ¢ endeavors to 
healthy, and straightforward spirit of hints and- advice on all possible points. } them. 
; sportsmanship in interscholastic athlet- ¢ The department invites every puzzled 
ics. Every subject that can interest the § devotee to apply to it fora solution of 
a pga is taken up and con- ® their difficulties. Owing ’ 

s at its proper time and season, § number of :inquiries - b 
and questions of every kind are dis- ¢ nature it is not’ peau tote 
cussed as they develop during the year’s § ply at once, but the department will an- 23 
doings. The best authorities are called ¢ swer as soon a possible in each case. 
upon for their opinions, and specialists in § One of the catures 
various fields contribute to its-columns. § competitions given from time to time. ¢ the editor 
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jamond, b t she treats like gentlemen the teams that 
pron "And that is the best success of all. As between 


a geatlemanly athlete and an athletic “gent,” there isa 
differen 


that the play-ground cannot supply. 
It Semenliaaes and § niiness are considered 


at Yale and at Princeton a part of the athletic training and 


* ap influence in the winning, let us have some evidence of 


it at the baseball games. 


CoRNELL WON THE FOUR-MILE BOAT-RACE 00 Frida: 
eepsie by crossing the finish-line a 
re Mente ~ of Yale, who was about five 
Time—Cornell, 20 m. 34 8.; 
Last year, on the same 


vard, ivania, and Columbia: 19 m. 21 s:, Harvard 
being second by two lengths. In ‘96 Cornell’s crew aver- 
agen - in 97 it averaged 159 to 160, and four 
of the 96 crew sat in the 97 boat, Last year Cornell aver- 
aged throughout the race the lowest number of strokes 
to the minute; this year she did the same. — rr 
Cornell beat what was the fastest crew - 
vard had developed up to that-time. This year Cornell. 
has beaten Harvard—which was coached by Mr. R. C.- 
Lehmann, one of the most, if not the most, famous univer- 
sity coaches of England, and who has coached Oxford and 
Leander eights for many years—and Yale, coached solely 
by Mr. RJ. Cook, whose identification with the success- 


ctew in pace well up to the a' 
coutell that university tn the years. rvard’s crew was 
the fastest she has yet developed. Cornell's crew was 
about as good as last year’s. : 

And on both occasions Cornell won easily, with abun- 
dant reserve power apparent in the last mile. 


CoURTSEY’S STROKE HAS ALWAYS INCLUDED powerful 
work with the iegs and smooth recovery at the end of the 
stroke, but the swing, before last year, was very inade- 
quate, and the stroke rapid and short. Lengthening the 
body swing, and ntly the stroke, has—in combi- 
nation with his drive and recovery d to give 
Courtney ap ideal’ stroke, with pace, endurance, and 

wer all considered. After the smooth, powerful row- 

g of Cornell last year, I wonder a little how the “ row- 
ing experts” could have so confidently declared the Cor- 
nel pe “*not a-factor” in this year's race with Harvard 
au e. ‘ 

The smooth and powerful combination that 
had attained for Cornell was evidently what Cook was 
striving to reach, for the Yale crew showed none of the ex- 
treme swing seen in the Harvard boat. Yale had 
the idea safe enough, but it was embryonic, for the work 
of the crew was rough and unfinished. Such rough work, 
in fact, has not been seen in a Yale boat for a number of 
years. The men were ther, and th 
power, and but for that’ quality they would have 
astern of Harvard. Iam inclined to believe that bad a 
man. of less endurance and drive than Langford stroked 
the Yale crew it would not have made a showing nearly 
80 


ae 





EVERY NON-PARTISAN SPORTSMAN Would have rejoiced, 
I am sure, in a Harvard triumph last Friday. Not from 
prejudice against Yale and Cornell, or even because he 
wanted to see Mr. Lehmann’s efforts and good spirit re- 
warded with victory for his pupils, but because Harvard 
has had more than her share of boating defeats in the last 
ten years, and the sportsman with no. Yale or Cornell 
affiliations wished in this, Harvard's first = of an 
established system, she might attain glory unal F 

But when one ly faced the situation, a Harvard 
victory seemed possible of course, though an e 
success under the circumstances of a completely revolu- 
tionized rowing system, a coach new to the men and to the 
country, and only average material for him to work on. 
Had Harvard won this year, I repeat, it would have been 
& result not duplicated in any of the amateur boating 
world’s history with which I am familiar. 


THERE I8 GLORY ATTACHING, however, to Harvard for 
at least one result of the boating season—é. ¢., unity. 
Harvard, until this year, for ten years has led a most ab 
surdly vacillating boating life; a new — nearly every 
year, and a different coach, to be but f-heartedly sup- 
ported during the training season, and pitched overboard 
and condemned and ridiculed after the race was rowed 
and lost. Football, meantime, has been pe agen an 
experience somewhat similar, and those who st as 
sponsors for Harvard’s sport apparently seem lacking the 
perception to realize it. But that is—not another story— 
only a.digression on my part. 





ey had plenty of 
finished - 


would have been excep Harvard falls back 
into that old, disg taule- nding, sixee-end sevens 
state of mind, then may she count on never winning, 
of deserving her fate. por te ee ee. 
lished that ng teams in any brat abe ep 
not be turned out-until a system has been 

maintained sufficiently to give tangible results. 
If, on the other hand, 


years, and all Harvard 
all American sp< 
pe ona the visit of Mr. Lehmann. 
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Cornell was together: her feach was 
about as long as and the back swing about 
far (so near as the eye could j ). as Yale's; the catch was 
the quickest of the pulled well through, 

recover 80 a 
a check. ae ne See Cornell rowed 
was parent unlearned spectator. There 
seemed 0 be 80 effort in the rowing, aed yet thete was 
every indication of power. 

FROM THE THREE-QUARTER MILE, when Cornell took 
seoth Cart nae La ees no lene Oe 
smooth work and ho lessening of the power. 

and Yale running their strokes on 
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eueies pele sg 
and a half a9 

cane overhauling ona Cornell 
Set eevee mera ae 
while Yale led Harvard by about as much, from hers 
Cornell, showing leg-work, oF wey Br 
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last mile in better form: than th 
and made una’ spurt after spurt to catch Cornell, 
Cornell, with the same ease that had given her the lead, 





“THE ELEMENTS OF NAVIGATION.”—By W. J. HENDERSON.—ILLUSTRATED.—16MO, CLOTH, $1 00.—HaRPeR & Broruers, 
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Lenton roi td dngoent tore sw 
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ne its 18th Thousand. , 
The Latest Book by 


By Dr. Frit Namen. ‘With an Appendix by Orro SvERDRUr, Captain HK B 
| Poe Nae, a rome |JOHIN KENDRICK BANGS 
a “Half Leather, $12 50. ‘The Pursujt of the House-Boat. Being Some Further Acourit of the 
-4\ Doings of the Associated Shades, under the Leadership of Sherlock Ho!mes, 
ley's, ** Esq. By Jon KENDRICK BancGs. [Illustrated by Perr NEWELL, 16mo, 
Cloth, ‘Ornamental, $1 25. 


The story humor, and 
the illustraticns eaieene me happeisings 
ost —Chicago later: Ocean. 

The dialogue iz cisp and ceo while 
the sly sarcasm that a er a 
hy sae bo of the deat dein as or é there is very relishing. yn tag 
































